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OF   HIGH   DESCENT. 

CHAPTER   I. 

IN    THE    BLACK    SHADOW. 

Mrs.  Van  Heldee  let  her  work  fall  in  her 
lap  and  gazed  across  at  her  husband. 

"  I  suppose  Harry  Vine  will  walk  home 
with  Madelaine?"  she  said. 

"Eh?  Maddy?  I'd  forgotten  her,"  said 
Van  Heldre,  laying  down  his  pipe.  "''  No  ;  I'll 
go  up  and  fetch  her  myself." 

'^  Do,  dear,  but  don't  stay." 

"  Not  I,"  was  the  reply  ;  and  going  out  of 
the  dining-room,  where  he  always  sat  when 
he  had  his  evening  pipe,  the  merchant  went 
into  the  study,  w^here  by  the  dim  light  he  saw 
that  his  writing-table  drawer  was  operu 

"  How's  that  ?  "  he  thought.  "  Did  I—  No." 

VOL.    II.  B 
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He  ran  out  into  tlie  passage,  saw  that  his 
office-door  was  open,  and  entered  to  receive 
the  blow  which  laid  him  senseless  before  the 
safe. 

Van  Heldre  did  not  lie  there  lonof. 

Crampton  came  away  from  the  old  iim, 
stick  in  hand,  conscious  of  having  done  a 
good  evening's  work  over  the  business  of  the 
Fishermen's  Benefit  Club,  the  men  having 
paid  up  with  unusual  regularity ;  but  all  the 
same,  he  did  not  feel  satisfied.  Those  pedlar 
sailor  men  troubled  him.  They  had  been 
hanging  about  the  town  for  some  time,  and 
thoug^h  he  knew  nothino^  ao^ainst  them,  he 
had,  as  a  respectable  householder,  a  confirmed 
dislike  to  all  nomadic  trading  gentry.  To  him 
they  were,  whether  Jew  or  Gentile,  French  or 
German,  all  gipsies,  and  belonging  to  a  class 
who,  to  use  his  word%s,  never  took  anything 
out  of  their  reach. 

He  felt  sure  that  the  man  he  had  seen  in 
the  darkness  was  one  of .  these,  and  blaming 
himself  now  for  not  having  taken  further 
notice  of  the  matter,  he  determined  to  call 
at  his  employer's  on  his  way  home  to  mention 
the  fact. 

"  Better  late  than  never,"  he  said,  and  he 
stumped  steadily  down  the  main  street  as  a 
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man  walks  who  is  possessed  of  a  firm  deter- 
mination to  do  his  duty. 

As  he  went  on  he  peered  down  every  one 
of  the  dark,  narrow  alleys  which  led  to  the 
water-side  places,  all  reeking  of  tar  and  old 
cordage,  and  creosoted  nets,  and  with  more 
than  a  suspicion  of  the  celebrated  ancient  and 
fish-like  smell  so  often  quoted. 

"If  I  had  my  way,"  said  Crampton,  "I'd 
have  a  lamp  at  each  end  of  those  places. 
They're  too  dark — too  dark." 

But  though  he  scanned  each  place  carefully, 
he  did  not  see  any  lurking  figure,  and  he  went 
on  till  he  reached  his  employer's  house,  where, 
through  the  well-lit  window,  he  could  see  Mrs. 
Van  Heldre  looking  plump,  rosy,  and  smiling, 
as  she  busied  herself  in  putting  away  her  work. 

Crampton  stopped  at  the  opposite  side,  took 
off  his  hat  and  scratched  his  head. 

"Now  if  I  go  and  tell  him  what  I  think, 
he'll  call  me  a  nervous  old  fool,  and  abuse 
me  for  frightening  his  wife." 

He  hesitated,  and  instead  of  croino-  to  the 
front  door,  feeling  that  perhaps,  after  all,  he 
had  taken  an  exag^o-erated  view  of  thinsfs,  he 
went  on  to  the  corner  of  the  house  and  lane, 
with  the  intention  of  having  a  look  round  and 
then  o'oiuo;  on  home. 

B  2 
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He  had  just  gone  about  half-way,  when 
there  was  a  loud  rap  given  by  the  gate  lead- 
ing down  into  Van  Heldre's  yard.  Some  one 
had  thrown  it  violently  back  against  the 
wooden  stop,  and  that  somebody  had  sprung 
out  and  run  dow^n  the  lane  in  the  opposite 
direction  to  that  by  which  the  old  clerk  had 
come. 

"Hah!"  he  ejaculated,  and  hurrying  on 
he  hastily  descended  the  steps,  entered  the 
passage,  and  trembling  now  in  every  limb, 
made  his  way  into  the  office,  where,  with  all 
the  regular  method  of  the  man  of  business, 
he  quickly  took  a  box  of  matches  from  the 
chimney-piece,  and  turned  on  and  lit  one  of 
the  gas-burners. 

The  soft  light  from  the  ground-glass  globe 
showed  nothing  wrong  as  he  glanced  round. 

Yes :  something  was  missing — the  heavy 
ebony  ruler  which  always  reposed  on  the  two 
brass  hooks  like  a  weapon  of  war  at  the  end 
of  his  desk.     That  was  gone. 

Crampton's  brow  knitted,  and  his  hands 
shook  so  that  he  could  hardly  strike  a  second 
match,  as  he  pushed  open  the  door  and  entered 
the  inner  office,  where,  forcing  himself  not  to 
look  round,  lie  lit  another  gas-jet  before  taking 
in  the  scene  at  a  glance. 
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There  lay  Van  Heldre,  bleeding  profusely 
from  a  terrible  cut  on  the  forehead,  the  safe 
was  open,  and  in  a  very  few  minutes  the  old 
clerk  knew  that  the  packet  of  bank-notes  was 
o^one. 

"  But  I've  got  all  their  numbers  entered," 
he  said  to  himself,  as  he  went  down  on  his 
knee  by  his  master's  side,  and  now,  knowing 
the  worst,  growing  moment  by  moment  more 
cdlm  and  self-contained. 

His  first  act  was  to  take  his  voluminous 
white  cravat  from  his  neck,  and  bind  it  tightly 
round  Van  Heldre's  temples  to  staunch  the 
bleeding. 

"  I  knew  no  good  would  come  of  it,"  he 
muttered.  *'  I  felt  it  from  the  first.  Are  you 
much  hurt,  sir  ? "  he  said  aloud,  with  his  lips 
close  to  the  injured  man's  ear. 

There  was  no  reply  :  just  a  spasm  and  a 
twitching  of  the  hands. 

^'What  shall  I  do?"  thought  Crampton. 
"  Give  the  alarm  ?  No  :  only  frighten  those 
poor  women  into  fits.      Fetch  the  doctor." 

He  hurried  out  by  the  back  way  as  quietly 
as  he  could,  and  caught  the  principal  medical 
man  just  as  he  was  going  up  to  bed  for  a 
quiet  night. 
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"  Eh  ?  Van  Heldre  ?  "  he  said.  "  Bless  my 
soul !     On  directly.     Back  way  ?  " 

"Yes." 

Crampton  hurried  out,  displaying  wonderful 
activity  for  so  old  a  man,  and  took  the  police 
station  on  his  way  back. 

The  force  in  Hakemouth  was  represented  by 
a  sergeant  and  two  men,  the  former  residing 
at  the  cottage  which  bore  the  words  "  Police 
Station  "  over  the  door. 

'^  Where  is  your  husband  ?  "  said  Crampton 
to  a  brisk-looking  woman. 

"  On  his  rounds,  sir/' 

"  I  want  him  at  our  office.  Can  I  find 
him  ?     Can  you  "?  " 

"  I  know  where  he'll  be  in  about  ten 
minutes,  sir,"  said  the  woman  promptly,  as 
if  she  were  a  doctor's  helpmate. 

"  Very  well,"  said  Crampton.  "Get  him 
and  send  him  on." 

The  diverofence  had  taken  so  lono;  that  he  had 
hardly  reached  the  office  and  poured  out  some 
water  from  a  table  filter,  to  bathe  the  injured 
man's  face,  when  he  heard  the  doctor's  stej). 

"Hah!"  said  the  latter,  after  a  brief 
examination,  "  we  must  get  him  to  bed,  Mr. 
Crampton." 
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''  Is  he  much  hurt,  sir  ?  " 
»"  Badly.     There  is  a  fracture  of  the  skull. 
It  must  have  been  a  terrible  blow.     Thieves, 
of  course  ? " 

"  Or  thief,  sir,"  said  the  old  clerk,  with  his 
lip  quivering.  "  My  dear  master  !  what  would 
his  poor  father  have  said  ?  " 

"  Hush  !  Be  firm,  man,"  said  the  doctor, 
who  was  busy  readjusting  the  bandage.  "  Does 
Mrs.  Van  Heldre  know  ?  " 

Crampton  shook  his  head. 

"  I  found  him  like  this,  sir,  and  came  over 
to  fetch  you  at  once." 

"  But  she  must  be  told." 

"  John,  John  dear,  are  you  there  ?  I  thought 
you  had  gone  on  to  fetch  Madelaine." 

Crampton  rose  hastily  to  try  and  bar  the 
way ;  but  he  was  too  late.  Mrs.  Van  Heldre 
was  at  the  door,  and  had  caught  a  glimpse 
of  the  prostrate  man. 

"  Doctor  KnatchbuU  !  what  is  the  matter — 
a  fit  ? " 

The  trouble  was  culminating,  for  another 
voice  was  heard  in  the  glass  corridor. 

"  Papa !  papa !  here  is  Mr.  Vine.  He 
walked  home  with  me.  I  made  him  come 
in.  Oh,  what  a  shame  to  be  at  work  so 
late  ! " 
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''  Keep  her — keep  her  back,"  gasped  Mrs. 
Van  Heldre,  and  then  with  a  piteous  sob  she 
sank  down  by  Van  Heldre's  side. 

"  John,  my  husband !  speak  to  me,  oh, 
speak,"  she  moaned  as  she  raised  his  head 
to  her  hip. 

"  Ah,  you  want  Brother  Luke  to  you,  John 
Van,"  cried  Vine,  as  with  Madelaine  on  his 
arm  he  came  to  the  door  of  the  inner  room. 

There  was  a  moment's  silence,  and  then 
Madelaine  uttered  a  wild  cry,  and  ran  to  her 
father's  side. 

"  Good  heavens  !  Crampton,  what  is  it  ?  " 
cried  Vine  excitedly, — *'  a  fit  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  struck  down  by  a  villain — a  thief 
— and  that  thief " 

Crampton  stopped  short  in  the  midst  of 
his  excitement,  for  there  was  a  heavy  step 
now  in  the  passage,  and  the  sergeant  of  police 
and  one  of  his  men  came  in. 

"  Yes.  I've  had  my  eye  on  a  couple  of 
strangers  lately,"  he  said,  as  he  took  out  a 
book  and  gave  a  sharp  look  round.  ^'  P'r'aps 
Mr.  Crampton,  sir,  youll  give  me  the  inform- 
ation I  want." 

"  Mr.  Crampton  will  give  you  no  inform- 
ation at  all,"  said  the  keen-looking  doctor 
angrily.       *'  The   first   thing   is    to    save    the 
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man's  life.  Here,  sergeant,  and  you,  my 
man,  help  me  to  carry  him  up  to  his  bed — 
or  no — well,  yes,  he'll  be  better  in  his  own 
room.     Pray,  ladies,  pray  stand  aside." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  cried  Madelaine  excitedly,  as 
she  rose.  '"'  Mother,  dear,  we  must  be  calm 
and  helpful." 

■'•■  Yes  ;  but — but — "  moaned  the  poor  woman. 

"  Yes,  dearest,"  cried  Madelaiue,  "  after- 
wards.    Dr.   Knatchbull  wants  our  help." 

'•'  Good  girl,"  said  the  doctor,  nodding. 
'•'Get  the  scissors,  some  old  linen,  and  basin, 
sponge  and  water,  in  the  bedroom." 

"Yes,  doctor,"  said  Madelaine,  perfectly 
calm  and  self-contained  now.  "Mother,  dear, 
I  want  your  help." 

She  knelt  dowD.  and  pressed  her  lips  for  a 
moment  to  her  father's  cheek,  and  then  placed 
her  arm  rouml  her  mother,  and  led  her  away. 

An  hour  later,  when  everything  possible 
had  heen  done,  and  Mrs.  Van  Heldre  was 
seated  by  her  husband's  pillow.  Vine  being 
on  the  other  side  holding  his  friend's  hand, 
Madelaine  showed  the  doctor  into  the  next 
room. 

"'  Tell  me,"  she  said  firmly.  "  I  want  to 
know  the  truth." 

"  My    dear    child,"    said  the    doctor,  ''  you 
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know  all  that  I  know.  Some  scoundrel 
must  have  been  surprised  by  your  father, 
and " 

"  Doctor,"  said  Madelaine  quietly,  and  with 
her  clear  matter-of-fact  eyes  gazing  into  his, 
"  I  have  been  praying  for  strength  to  help 
my  mother  and  my  poor  father  in  this  terrible 
affliction.  I  feel  as  if  the  strength  had  been 
given  to  me,  so  speak  now  as  if  I  were  a 
woman  whom  you  could  trust.  Tell  me  the 
whole  truth." 

The  doctor  gazed  at  her  with  a  look  full 
of  admiration,  and  taking  her  hand,  he  said 
kindly  : 

"  I  was  treating  you  as  if  you  were  a  girl, 
but  I  will  tell  you  the  truth.  T  am  going  to 
telegraph  to  town  for  Mr.  Eeston ;  there  is  a 
fracture  and  pressure  on  the  brain." 

"  And  great  danger,  doctor  ?  " 

"Yes,"  he  said,  after  a  pause,  '*and  great 
danger.  But,  please  God,  my  child,  we  will 
save  his  life.  He  is  a  fine,  strong,  healthy 
man.     There  :  I  can  say  no  more." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Madelaine  calmly,  and 
she  quietly  left  the  room. 

"  Any  one  might  think  that  she  did  not 
feel  it,"  said  the  doctor  slowly ;  "  but  I  know 
better    than    that.       It's    wonderful    what    a 
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woman  will  sulFer  without  making^  a  simi.  I 
cannot  telecrrapli  till  eight  o'clock,  but  I  may 
as  well  write  mv  message,"  he  muttered,  as 
he  went  down -stairs.  "  Humph  !  the  news  is 
spreading;.     Somebody  come." 


CHAPTER    11. 

HARRY    LOOKS    THE    FACT    IN    THE    FACE. 

Harry  Vine  checked  his  headlong  pace 
as  soon  as  he  was  out  of  the  lane,  and  walked 
swiftly  along  by  the  harbour  till  he  reached 
the  sea.  Here,  in  the  shelter  of  a  rock,  he 
stooped  down  and  lit  a  cigar,  before  throwing 
himself  on  a  patch  of  shingle,  and  holding  his 
temples  with  his  hands,  as  he  tried  to  quell 
the  tumult  in  his  brain  and  to  think  calmly. 

But  it  was  in  vain.  He  felt  half  mad,  and 
as  if  the  best  way  out  of  his  difficulty  was  to 
go  and  leap  into  the  sea. 

"  Curse  Pradelle  !  "  he  groaned.  "  I  wish 
I  had  never  seen  him — coward,  thief,  cheat ! 
Oh,  what  am  I  talking  about  ?  Why  didn't 
I  face  it,  and  tell  Van  Heldre  the  honest 
truth  ?  I  was  innocent.  No,  no  :  I  was  as 
bad  as  Pradelle,  and  he  shall  disgorge.  Every 
penny  shall  go  back.  If  he  says  no,  come 
what  may,  I'll  out  with  the   whole  truth." 


HARRY    LOOKS    THE    FACT  IN    THE    FACE.       13 

"  I  couldn't  help  it,"  he  groaned  after  a 
pause.  "  I'd  give  anything  to  have  frankly 
told  the  truth." 

He  walked  quickly  home,  and  assuming 
a  calmness  he  did  not  feel,  entered  the 
drawing-room,  where  Louise  was  seated 
reading. 

'^  Your  company  gone  ?  "  he  said  roughly. 

"  Yes,  dear.  Papa  has  walked  home  with 
Madelaine." 

Harry  turned  sharply  round,  for  he  mentally 
pictured  in  one  agonizing  thought  the  scene  at 
Van  Heldre's  home. 

"  Is  anything  the  matter  ?  "  asked  Louise. 

"Matter?  No.  It's  very  dark  outside, 
and  the  light  makes  one's  eyes  ache.  Seen 
Pradelle  ? "' 

"  No,  dear,"  said  Louise  gravely.  "  I  thought 
he  went  out  with  you." 

"  Yes,  of  course,  but  he  likes  to  go  wander- 
ing about  the  town.  I  wanted  a  quiet  smoke 
by  the  water-side.  I'm  tired.  I  think  I  shall 
go  up  to  bed." 

"  Do,  dear.     I'll  wait  till  papa  comes." 

"  Good-night." 

"  Good-night,  Harry  dear,"  she  said,  rising, 
and,  putting  her  arms  round  his  neck,  she  laid 
her  cheek  to  his.     "  Good-night,  dear.     Harry 
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darling,  don't  worry  about  the  work.  Do  it 
like  a  brave,  true  man ;  it  will  make  father  so 
happy." 

There  was  a  sudden  catching  sob  in  Harry 
Vine's  throat,  as,  like  a  flash,  the  memory  of 
old  happy  boy  and  girl  days  came  back.  He 
caught  his  sister  to  his  breast,  and  held  her 
tightly  there  as  he  kissed  her  passionately 
again   and   again. 

"  My  darling  brother  !  "  cried  Louise  as  she 
tightened  her  grasp  about  his  neck.  "  And 
you  will  try  for  all   our  sakes  ? " 

*'  Yes,  yes,"  he  said  in  a  hoarse  whisper. 

"  Never  mind  what  poor  aunt  says.  Be  a 
man — a  frank,  honourable  man,  Harry.  It  is 
the  order  of  the  true  haute  noblesse  after  all. 
You  will  try  %  " 

"  Please  God,  yes,  Lou — so  hard — ah,  so 
hard." 

"  That's  like  my  dear  brother  once  again," 
she  cried,  fondling  him.  "  There,  darling, 
I'm  speaking  to  you  like  our  mother  would. 
Let  me  be  young  mother  to  you  as  well  as 
sister.     You  will  begin  again  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  yes,"  he  whispered  hoarsely  ; 
*'  from  this  moment,  Lou,  I  will." 

"  May  I  say  more  ?  "  she  said  gently,  as  her 
hand  played  about  his  brow. 
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'•'  Yes,  anythiDg,  Lou  ;  anything.  I've  been 
a  fool,  but  that's  all  over  now." 

'•'  Then  about  ^sh.  Pradelle  ?  " 

'•'  Curse  ^Ir.  Pradelle/*'  he  cried  passionately. 
"  I  wish  I  had  never  brought  him  here." 

'•'  Don't  curse,  dear,"  said  Louise,  with  a  sigh 
of  relief.  "'  Yes,  there  has  been  an  ugly  cloud 
over  this  house,  but  it  is  lifting  fast,  Harry 
dear,  and  we  are  all  going  to  be  very  happy 
once  ao-ain.     Good-nio-ht." 

o  o 

He  could  not  speak  ;  something  seemed  to 
choke  him  ;  but  he  strained  her  to  his  heart, 
and  ran  out  of  the  room. 

'•'  Oh  !  "  ejaculated  Louise  ;  and  throwing 
herself  into  a  chair,  she  burst  into  a  passion  of 
weeping ;  but  her  tears  were  those  of  joy,  and 
a  relief  to  her  overburdened  heart. 

•'■'  Is  it  too  late  ?  "  said  Harry  to  himself,  as 
a  cold  chilly  hand  seemed  to  grasp  his  heart. 
'■'  Xo  ;  I  can  keep  my  own  secret,  and  I  will 
turn  over  a  new  leaf  now,  and  old  Crampton 
shall  rule  it  for  me.  AYhat  an  idiot  I  have 
been  !  " 

He  shuddered  as  he  recalled  the  scene  in 
Yan  Heldre's  office,  and  involuntardy  held  his 
hands  close  to  the  landing-lamp. 

"  Poor  old  fellow ! "  he  said,  as  his  hand 
involuntarilv   went   towards   his    vest ;    "  but 


16  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

he'll  soon  get  over  that.  He  couldn't  have 
known  me  in  the  dark.     I My  locket !  " 

He  turned  like  ice  as  he  gazed  down  to  see 
that  the  gold  locket  he  wore  at  his  watch-chain 
had  been  torn  off. 

''  No,  no ;  I  lost  it  when  I  threw  myself 
down  on  the  shingle,"  he  muttered,  as  he 
fingered  the  broken  link.  "  I  could  not  have 
lost  it  there." 

Just  then  he  started,  for  there  was  a  faint 
cough  on  his  left. 

''  Then  he  has  come  back,"  he  cried  hastily ; 
and  going  a  few  steps  along  the  passage  he 
tapped  sharply,  and  entered  Pradelle's  room. 


CHAPTER   III. 

THE    PUXISHMEXT    BEGINS. 

Pradelle  was  seated  iu  a  low  chair  with 
his  head  resting  on  his  hand.  He  looked  up 
curiously  at  Harry  as  the  young  man  hastily 
closed  and  locked  the  door. 

"You've  come  at  last,  then,"  said  Pradelle 
sourly,  as  he  winced  from  the  pain  he  was  in. 

'•  Yes,  I've  come  at  last,"  replied  Harry. 
"  Now,  Pradelle,  no  nonsense  !  There  has  been 
enough  of  this.     AVhere  is  the  money  ? " 

"  Where's  what  ?  " 

*'  The  money — those  notes." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean." 

"  Then  111  tell  you  plainly.  I  want  five 
hundred  pounds  in  Bank  of  England  notes, 
stolen  by  you  from  Mr.  Van  Heldre's  safe." 

Pradelle  sank  back  in  his  chair. 

•'  I  like  that,"  he  said,  with  a  low,  sneering 
laugh. 

"  No  nonsense.     Give  me  those  notes." 

VOL.  II.  c 
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"  You  mean  you  want  to  give  me  the 
notes." 

"  I  mean  what  I  say."  cried  Harry,  in  a  low, 
angry  voice. 

"  Why,  you  went  and  got  them,  as  we 
agreed." 

"  I  did  not  go  and  get  them  as  we  agreed." 

"  Yes,  you  did,  for  I  saw  you." 

'*  How  dare  you,  you  lying  cur ! "  cried 
Harry,  seizing  him  by  the  throat  and  hold- 
ing him  back  against  the  chair.  "  Give  me 
the  notes." 

'*  Don't !  don't  !  You've  hurt  me  enough 
once  to-night.  Look !  my  head's  bleeding 
now." 

Harry  loosened  his  grasp,  for  the  fact  was 
patent. 

^a— I  hurt  you?" 

"  Yes,  with  that  ruler.  What  made  you 
hit  me  like  that  ?  Take  me  for  old  Van 
Heldrer' 

Harry's  jaw  dropped,  and  he  stared  wildly 
at  his  companion. 

''  I — I  hit  you  !  "  he  faltered,  as  he  struggled 
with  his  memory  and  asked  himself  whether 
he  had  stricken  Pradelle  down  and  not  the  old 
merchant. 

"  Well,  I've  got  a  cut  two  inches  long  and 
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my  head  all  swollen  up.  What  made  you 
do  it  ? " 

'■'  I — do  it  !     Here,  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Mean  ?  Why,  that  you  were  so  long 
crettino;  the  loan " 

"  Say  stealing  the  notes.  It  would  be  more 
like  the  truth,"  said  Harry  shortly. 

•'•'  I  won't.  I  say  you  were  so  long  getting 
the  loan  that  I  came  to  see  what  you  w^re 
about,  and  you  flew  at  me  and  knocked  me 
down  with  the  big  ruler.  Took  me  for  a 
watchman,  I  suppose.'' 

"  But  when  ? — where  ?  "  cried  Harry  ex- 
citedly. 

"  Where  ?  By  the  safe  ;  inner  ofiice.  What 
a  fool  you  were  !  " 

"  Impossible  !  "  thought  Harry,  as  his  con- 
fusion wore  off.  "  Look  here,"  he  cried  aloud, 
*'  this  is  a  mean,  contemptible  lie.  You  have 
the  money  ;  give  it  me,  I  say." 

•''  Supposing  I  had  it,"  snarled  Pradelle, 
"what  for?" 

"To  restore  it  to  its  owner." 

'•'  Well,  seeing  that  I  haven't  got  the  money, 
I  say  you  shall  not  give  it  back.  If  I  had  got 
it  I'd  say  the  same." 

"You  have  got  it.     Come,  no  excuses." 

"  I  tell  you   I  haven't  got   a  penny.     You 

C  2 
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struck  me  down  after  you  had  taken  it  from 
the  safe." 

"  It's  a  lie  !  "  cried  Harry  fiercely.  "  I  was 
not  going  to  do  the  accursed  work,  and  I  did 
not  strike  you  down." 

"  Then  look  here,"  cried  Pradelle,  pointing 
to  his  injured  head. 

"  I  know  nothing  about  that.  You  have  the 
money,  and  I'll  have  it  before  I  leave  this 
room." 

"  You'll  be  clever,  then,"  sneered  Pradelle. 

"  Will  you  give  it  me  "? " 

''No.     How  can  I?" 

"  Don't  make  me  wild,  Pradelle,  for  Pm 
desperate  enough  without  that.  Give  me 
those  notes,  or,  by  all  that's  holy,  I'll  go 
straight  to  the  police  and  charge  you  with 
the  theft." 

^'Do,"  said  Pradelle,  "if  you  dare." 

The  man's  coolness  staggered  Harry  for  the 
moment. 

"  If  I'd  got  the  money  do  you  think  I 
should  be  fool  enough  to  make  all  this  fuss  ? 
What  do  you  mean  ?  What  game  are  you 
playing  ?  Come,  honour  among — I  mean,  be 
square  with  me.     You've  got  the  notes." 

''  Ah  !  "  ejaculated  Harry,  with  a  look  of 
disgust.     ''  I  tell  you  I  have  not." 


THE    rrXISHMEXT    BEGINS.  21 

"  Harry  !  Harry  !  " 

It  was  his  sister's  voice,  and  he  heard  her 
knocking  sharply  at  his  door. 

•'•'  Look  here,  Pradelle,  you've  got  those 
notes,  and  I  tell  you  once  more,  you  have  to 
give  them  up  or  it's  a  case  of  police." 

He  had  been  moving  towards  the  door, 
which  he  unfastened  and  threw   open. 

'•'  I'm  here,  Louie,"  he  said. 

"  Quick,  dear  !  A  message  from  papa.  AYe 
are  to  ^o  on  to  Mr.  Van  Heldre's  at  once." 

'•'  Yan  Heldre's  '?  "  faltered  Harry,  w^hose  legs 
seemed  to  give  way  beneath  him. 

"  Yes,  dear  ;  a  policeman  brought  the 
message." 

"  A  policeman  ?  " 

"  Something  is  wroncr.  Xo,  no,  don't  turn 
like  that.  It  is  not  father,  but  ]Mr.  Yan 
Heldre,  so  the  man  said.  I  think  it  is  a 
fall.'' 

Harry  Yine's  breath  came  thick  and  short. 
AYhat  should  he  do  ?  Fly  at  once  ?  No  ;  that 
meant  beino-  taken  and  brouo-ht  i^nominiously 
back. 

•'  Don't  hesitate,  dear,"  said  Louise  ;  "  pray 
come  quickly." 

*'  Yes,"  said  Harrv  huskilv.  '*'  Of  course, 
I'll  come  on.     AYill  vou — vou  so  first?" 
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*'  Harry,  what  are  you  thinking,  dear  ? 
Why  do  you  look  so  shocked  ?  Indeed  I  am 
not  deceiving  you." 

"  Deceiving  me  ?  " 

"  No,  dear :  I  am  sure  it  is  not  papa  who 
is  hurt.  There,  come  along,  and  see — for 
Madelaine's  sake." 

She  said  these  last  words  very  softly,  almost 
in  a  whisper  ;  but  the  only  effect  they  had 
upon  him  was  to  make  him  shudder. 

What  should  he  do — face  the  danger  or 
go  ?  He  must  face  it ;  he  knew  he  must. 
It  was  his  only  hope,  and  already  his  sister 
was  hurrying  him  to  the  door — his  sister,  per- 
haps unconsciously  to  hand  him  over  to  the 
police. 

"  No,"  he  said  to  himself,  with  an  attempt 
to  be  firm,  "  he  could  not  have  seen  me  ;  but 
was  it  after  all  Pradelle  I  struck  down  1 " 

A  chill  shot  through  him. 

The  locket  torn  from  his  watch-chain  ? 

"  Why,  Harry  dear,  you  seem  quite  upset." 

"  Upset — I — yes,  it  is  so  sudden.  I  am  a 
bit — there,  I'm  all  right  now." 

"  Poor  Madelaine  !  she  must  be  in  sad 
trouble." 

Greater  than  the  speaker  realized. 

She  was  in  the  dining-room  with  the  elder 
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Vine,  and  bung  for  a  few  moments  on 
Louise's  neck  to  sob  forth  her  troubles  when 
she  entered.  Then,  without  a  word  or  look 
at   Harry,  she  hurried  up-stairs. 

''  Why  did  you  not  speak  to  her,  Harry  ?  " 
whispered  Louise. 

He  made  no  reply,  but  sat  listening  to  his 
father,  his  eyes  dilated  and  throat  dry. 

"  And — and  do  they  suspect  any  one  ?  " 
whispered  the  young  man  in  a  voice  he  did 
not  know  for  his  own. 

'^Xo  :  the  police  have  been  away  since,  and 
they  think  they  have  a  clue — two  pedlars,  w^ho 
have  been  about  the  place  lately." 

"  And  ^Ir.  Van  Heldre — is — is  he  badly 
hurt  1 " 

"  Very  badly.  It  is  doubtful  w^hether  he 
can  recover." 

The  young  man's  breath  came  and  went  in 
a  strange  labouring  way  as  he  sat  rigidly 
upon  his  seat,  while  his  father  went  on  telling 
him  fact  after  fact  that  the  son  knew  only  too 
well 

"Poor  Van  Heldre!  First  the  ship,  then 
this  terrible  calamity.  Crampton  tells  me 
that  there  was  a  sum  of  money  deposited  in 
the  safe  —  five  hundred  pounds  in  notes,  and 
all  gone — every  penny — all    gone.     Poor  old 
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Crampton  !  he  almost  worshipped  Van  Heldre. 
He  is  nearly  wild  with  grief.  One  minute  he 
scowled  at  me  savagely ;  the  next  minute 
he  was  apologetic.  It's  a  terrible  business, 
children.  I  thought  you  had  better  both 
come  on,  for,  of  course,  I  could  not  leave 
now." 

Just  then  Mrs.  Van  Heldre  came  down, 
looking  red-eyed  and  pale,  to  take  Louise  to 
her  breast. 

"  Thank  you,  my  dear,  thank  you,"  she 
sobbed  ;  "it  was  like  you  to  come.  And  you 
too,  Harry  Vine."  She  took  and  pressed  the 
young  man's  hand,  which  was  dank  and  cold. 
Then,  in  a  quick  access  of  gratitude,  she  laid 
her  hands  upon  his  shoulders,  and  kissed 
him. 

'*  Thank  you,  my  dear,"  she  said  in  a  voice 
broken  with  sobs.  "  You  seem  always  to  have 
been  like  Maddy's  brother.  I  might  have 
known  that  you  would  come." 

If  ever  man  suffered  agony,  that  man  was 
Harry  Vine  as  he  listened  to  the  poor  simple- 
hearted  woman's  thanks.  His  punishment  had 
commenced,  and  every  time  the  door  opened 
he  gave  a  guilty  start,  and  turned  white  as 
ash. 

*' Don't    take    it    like    that,    Harry,"    said 
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Louirse  tenderly.  ''There  is  always  hope, 
dear." 

She  looked  lovingly  in  his  eyes,  and  pressed 
his  hand,  as  their  father  went  on  talking  in 
a  low  voice,  and  oivino;  utterance  to  his 
thouo-hts. 

"The  scoundrels,  as  far  as  I  can  make  out, 
Harry,  my  boy,  seem  to  have  got  in  by  the 
back.  The  door  was  unfastened,  and  they 
must  have  known  a  good  deal  about  the  place 
— by  watching  I  suppose,  for  they  knew  where 
to  find  the  keys,  and  how  to  open  the  safe." 

Harry's  breath  came  in  a  spasmodic  way,  as 
he  sat  there  chained,  as  it  were,  to  his  place. 

"  Five  hundred  pounds.  A  very  heavy 
sum.  I  must  not  blame  him,  poor  fellow,  but 
I  should  have  thouo-ht  it  a  mistake  to  have  so 
large  a  sum  in  the  house." 

At  last  the  doctor  descended  looking  very 
grave. 

"  Ah,  KnatchbuU,"  said  Vine  in  an  excited 
whisper  as  he  rose  and  caught  the  doctor's 
hand  ;   '"'  how  is  he  ?  " 

The  doctor  shook  his  head. 

"  Has  he  recovered  his  senses  1  " 

''  No." 

"  Nor  said  a  word  about  who  his  assailants 
were  ? " 
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"  No,  sir,  nor  is  he  likely  to  for  some  time 
to  come.'' 

Harry  Vine  sat  with  his  eyes  closed,  not 
daring  to  look  ;  and,  as  the  doctor's  words 
came,  a  terrible  weight  of  dread  seemed  to  be 
lifted  from  his  brain. 

"  I  may  go  up  now,  may  I  not  ?  " 
"  No,  sir,  certainly  not,"  said  the  doctor. 
"  But  we  are  such    old   friends ;    we  were 
boys  together,  KnatchbuU." 

"  If  you  w^ere  twin-brothers,  sir,  I  should 
say  the  same.  Why,  do  you  know,  sir,  I've 
forbidden  Mrs.  Van  Heldre  to  go  into  the 
room.  She  could  not  control  her  feelings,  and 
absolute  silence  is  indispensable." 
"  Then  he  is  alone  ^  " 

"  No,  no ;  his  daughter  is  with  him.  By 
George  !  Mr.  Vine,  if  I  had  been  a  married 
man  instead  of  a  surly  old  soured  bachelor,  I 
should  be  so  proud  and  jealous  of  such  a  girl 
as  Miss  Van  Heldre  that  I  should  have  been 
ready  to  poison  the  first  young  fellow  who 
dared  to  think  about  her." 

"  We  are  all  very  proud  of  Madelaine,"  said 
Vine  slowly.  "  I  love  her  as  if  she  were  my 
own  child." 

"  Humph  !  your  sister  is  not,"  said  the 
doctor  dryly. 
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*'  No,  my  sister  is  not,"  said  the  old  man 
slowly. 

"  Then,  now,  Mr.  Yine,  if  you  please,  I  am 
going  to  ask  you  people  to  go." 

"  Go  ?  "  said  Vine,  in  angry  remonstrance. 

"  Yes  ;  you  can  do  nothing.  No  change  is 
likely  to  take  place  perhaps  for  days,  and  with 
Miss  Yan  Heldre  for  nurse  and  Crampton  to 
act  as  my  help  if  necessary,  there  will  be 
plenty  of  assistance  here.  AYhat  I  want  most 
is  quiet." 

"  Harry,  take  Louise  home,"  said  the  old 
man  quickly. 

*'  And  you  will  go  with  thein,  sir." 

''  Xo,"  said  Yine  quietly.  "  If  I  lay  in  my 
room  stricken  down,  John  Yan  Heldre  would 
not  leave  me,  Knatchbull,  and  I  am  not  Sfoino; 
to  leave  him.  Good-night,  my  children.  Go 
at  once." 

"  But  Madelaine,  father." 

"  I  shall  tell  her  when  she  comes  down  that 
you  were  driven  away,  but  I  shall  send  for 
you  to  relieve  her  as  soon  as  I  may." 

Louise  stifled  a  sob,  and  the  old  doctor  took 
and  patted  her  hand. 

"  You  shall  be  sent  for,  my  dear,  as  soon  as 
you  can  be  of  use.  l^ou  are  hel23ing  me  in 
going.     There,  good-night." 
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A  minute  later,  hanging  heavily  on  her 
brother's  arm,  Louise  Vine  was  walking  slowly 
homeward  through  the  silent  night.  Her 
heart  was  too  full  for  words,  and  Harry 
uttered  a  low  hoarse  sigh  from  time  to  time, 
his  lips  never  once  parting  to  speak  till  they 
reached  the  house. 

To  the  surprise  of  both,  on  entering  they 
were  confronted  by  Aunt  Marguerite. 

"  What  does  all  this  mean  ? "  she  said 
angrily.  "  Why  did  every  one  go  out  without 
telling  me  a  word  ?  " 

Louise  gently  explained  to  her  what  had 
befallen  her  father's  friend. 

"  Oh,"  said  Aunt  Marguerite,  with  a  slight 
shrug  of  the  shoulders.  "  Well,  it  might  have 
been  worse.  There,  I  am  very  tired.  Take 
me  up,  child,  to  bed." 

'^  Grood-night,  Harry  ;  you  will  go  and  lie 
down,"  whispered  Louise.  "  Good -night, 
dear.'' 

She  clung  to  him  as  if  the  trouble  had 
drawn  them  closer,  and  then  went  into  the 
hall  to  light  a  candle. 

"  Good-night,  Henri,"  said  Aunt  Marguerite, 
holding  her  cheek  for  the  young  man's  me- 
chanical kiss.  "  This  is  very  sad,  of  course, 
but   it   seems    to    me   like    emancipation    for 
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you.  If  it  is,  I  shall  not  look  upon  it  as  a 
calamity,  but  as  a  blessing  for  us  all.  Good- 
night.'"' 

The  door  closed  upon  her,  and  Harry 
Vine  sat  alone  in  the  diningj-room  with  his 
hands  clasped  before  him,  gazing  straight 
away  into  his  future,  and  trying  to  see  the 
road. 

'•'  If  I  had  but  thrown  myself  upon  his 
mercy,"  he  groaned ;  but  he  knew  that  it  was 
impossible  all  through  his  regret. 

What  to  do  now  ?  Where  to  go  ?  Money  ? 
Yes  ;  he  had  a  little,  thanks  to  his  regular 
work  as  Van  Heldre's  clerk — his  money  that 
he  had  received,  and  he  was  about  to  use  it 
to  escape — where  ? 

"  God  help  me  !  "  groaned  the  unhappy  man 
at  last  ;  "  what  shall  I  do  ?  " 

He  started  up  in  horror,  for  the  door-handle 
turned.  Had  they  found  out  so  soon  ?  Was 
he  to  be  arrested  now  ? 

-  Harrv— Harry  !  " 

A  quick  husky  whisper,  but  he  could  not 
speak. 

"  Harry,  why  don't  you  answer  ?  What  are 
you  staring  at  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  want  ? " 

'•'  Look  here,  old  fellow  ;  I've  been  waiting 
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for  you  to  come  up — all  these  hours.  What 
have  you  found  out  ?  " 

*'  That  John  Van  Helclre  was  robbed  to- 
night of  five  hundred  pounds  in  notes,  and 
you  have  that  money." 

''  I  haven't,  I  tell  you  again,  not  a  shilling 
of  it.  Look  here,  what  about  the  police  ? 
Have  they  put  it  in  their  hands  ?  " 

"  The  police  are  trying  to  trace  the  money 
and  the  man  who  struck  Van  Heldre  down. 
Where  is  that  money  ?     It  must  be  restored." 

"  Then  you  must  restore  it,  for  1  swear  I 
haven't  a  single  note.  Hang  it,  man,  have  I 
ever  played  you  false  ?  " 

Harry  was  silent.  His  old  companion's 
persistence  staggered  him. 

''  I  tell  you  once  more,  I  went  to  the  office 
to  see  if  you  had  got  the  loan,  and  was 
knocked  down.  Curse  it  all !  is  this  true  or 
is  it  not  ?  " 

He  placed  his  head  close  to  the  light,  and 
Harry  shuddered. 

*'  Don't  believe  me  unless  you  like.  I  wish 
I  had  never  come  near  the  place." 

"  I  wish  so  too,"  said  Harry  coldly. 

"  There,  don't  talk  like  that,  man.  It  has 
turned  out  a  failure,  unless  you  have  got  the 
coin — have  you  ?  " 
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"  Have  IV  said  Harry  with  utter  loathing 
in  his  voice.     "'  No  ! " 

"  You  can  believe  me  or  not,  as  you  like, 
but  I  always  was  your  friend,  and  always  will 
be,  come  what  may.  Xow,  look  here ;  we 
are  safe  to  get  the  credit  of  this.  If  you 
didn't  fell  me,  some  one  else  did.  Van  Heldre, 
I  suppose  ;  and  now  some  one  must  have 
knocked  him  down.  Of  course  you'll  say  it 
wasn't  you."' 

•'•  Xo,"'  said  Harry  coldly.  '•  I  shall  not  say 
it.  I  was  by  the  safe,  and  he  caught  hold  of 
me.  In  my  horror  I  hit  at  him.  I  wish  he 
had  struck  me  dead  instead." 

"Don't  talk  like  a  fool.  Now  look  here; 
the  game's  up  and  the  world's  wide.  We  can 
start  at  once,  and  get  to  St.  Dree's  station  in 
time  to  catch  the  up  train  ;  let's  go  and  start 
afresh  somewhere.  You  and  I  are  safe  to  o-et 
on.     Come." 

Harry  made  no  reply. 

'•'  I've  packed  up  my  bag,  and  I'm  ready. 
Get  a  few  things  together,  and  let's  go  at  once." 

''Go— ^ithyouT' 

"  Yes.  Look  sharp.  Every  minute  now  is 
worth  an  hour." 

Go  ^-ith  Pradelle  !  the  man  w^ho  had  been 
his  evil  genius  ever  since  they  had  first  met. 
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A  feeling  of  revulsion,  such  as  he  had  never 
felt  before,  came  over  Harry  Vine,  and  with  a 
voice  full  of  repressed  rage  he  cried  : — 

"  I'd  sooner  give  myself  up  to  the  police." 

"  Don't  be  a  fool.  I  tell  you  to  come  at 
once.  It's  now  half-past  two.  Plenty  of 
time." 

"  Then  in  Heaven's  name  go  !  "  said  Harry  ; 
"and  never  let  me  see  your  face  again." 

"  You'll  talk  differently  to-morrow.  Will 
you  ;  once  more  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Then  I'm  off.  What  do  you  mean  to 
do?" 

"  Wait." 

"  Wait  ?  " 

"Yes.  I  shall  not  try  to  escape.  If  they 
suspect  me,  let  them  take  me.  I  shall  face 
it  all." 

"  You'll  soon  alter  your  tune.  Look  here  : 
I've  been  true  to  you ;  now  you  be  true  to  me. 
Don't  set  the  police  on  to  me.  No,  you  will 
not  do  that.  You'll  come  after  me  ;  and  mind 
this,  you  will  always  hear  of  me  at  the  old 
lodgings,  Great  Ormond  Street." 

Harry  stood  gazing  straight  at  him,  believ- 
ing, in  spite  of  his  doubts,  that  Pradelle  had 
not  taken  the  money. 
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The  idea  was  strengthened. 

"  Look  here  ;  I've  only  three  half-crowns. 
I  can't  go  with  that.  How  much  have 
you  ? " 

"  Thirty  shillings." 

"  Then  come,  and  we'll  share." 

"  No." 

"  Lend  me  half  then.  I'll  manage  with 
that." 

For  answer  Harry  thrust  his  hand  into  his 
pocket  and  took  out  all  he  had. 

"  What,  all  ?  "  said  Pradelle,  as  he  took  the 
money. 

There  w^as  no  reply. 

"  Once  more.     Will  you  come  "?  " 

Silence  ! 

"  Then  I'm  off." 

Harry  Vine  stood  gazing  at  vacancy,  and 
once  more  tried  to  see  his  own  path  in  the 
future,  but  all  was  dark. 

One  thing  he  did  know,  and  that  was  that 
his  path  did  not  run  side  by  side  with  Victor 
Pradelle's.  His  sister's  words  still  rano^  in  his 
ears ;  her  kisses  seemed  yet  to  be  clinging  to 
his  lips. 

**  No,"  he  said  at  last,  moodily ;  '"'  I'll  face 
what  there  is  to  come  alone.  No,"  he  groaned, 
'•'  I  could  not  face  it,  I  dare  not." 

VOL.  II.  D 
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He  started  guiltily  and  scared,  for  there  was 
the  sound  of  a  door  closing  softly. 

He  listened,  and  there  was  a  step,  but  it 
was  not  inside  the  house,  it  was  on  the  shingle 
path ;  and  as  he  darted  to  the  old  bay  window, 
he  could  see  a  shadowy  figure  hurrying  down 
the  path. 

"  Gone  !  "  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  gone  ! 
Yes,  I'll  keep  my  word — if  1  can." 

He  opened  the  casement  window,  and  stood 
there  leaning  against  the  heavy  stone  mullion, 
listening  to  the  low  soft  beating  of  the  waves 
far  below.  The  cool  air  fanned  his  fevered 
cheek,  and  once  more  the  power  to  think 
seemed  to  be  coming  back. 

He  had  had  no  idea  of  the  lapse  of  time, 
and  a  flash  of  broad  sunlight  came  upon 
him  like  a  shock,  making  him  start  away 
from  the  window  ;  now  lit  up  with  the  old 
family  shield  and  crest  a  blaze  of  brilliant 
colour. 

"  Eo?/  et  Foyl'  he  read  silently  ;  and  the 
words  seemed  to  mock  him. 

Henri  Comte  des  Vignes,  the  plotter  in  a 
robbery  of  the  man  who  had  been  his  bene- 
factor.    Perhaps  his  murderer. 

^' Comte  des  Vignes!"  he  said,  with  a 
curious  laugh.      "  Boy  !    vain,    weak,  empty- 
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headed  boy  !     What  have  I  done — what  have 
I  done  ? " 

''  Harrv  !  " 

He   started   round  with  a    cry  to    face  his 
sister. 

"Not  been  to  bed?" 

"  No/'    he    said   wearily.       "  I    could    not 
sleep." 

She  laid  her  hands  upon  his  shoulders  and 
kissed  him. 

'•  Neither  could  I,"  she  said,  '"'  for  thinking 
of  it  all.     Harry,  if  he  should  die  ! " 

He  looked  down  into  the  eyes  gazing  so 
questioningly  into  his,  but  his  lips  framed  no 
answer. 

He  was  listenino-  to  the  echoino^  of  his  sis- 

o  o 

ter's   words,  which  seemed  to  go   on  and  on 
thrillino'  throuo-h  the   mazes  of  his  brain,  an 
infinitesimally  keen  and  piercing  sound  at  last, 
but  still  so  plain  and  clear — 
''  If  he  should  die  f '' 


D   2 


CHAPTEK  IV. 

UNCLE    LUKE    GROWS   HARDER. 

"  T  WOULD  not  stop  over  these,  my  dears," 
said  Vine,  as  they  sat  at  breakfast,  which  was 
hardly  tasted,  ''  but  if  I  neglect  them  they  will 
die." 

He  had  a  glass  globe  on  the  table,  and  from 
time  to  time  he  went  on  feeding  with  scraps 
of  mussel  the  beautiful  specimens  of  actiniae 
attached  to  a  fragment  of  rock. 

"  We'll  all  go  on  directly  and  see  if  we  can 
be  of  any  use.  I'm  glad  Knatchbull  called  as 
he  went  by." 

"  But  what  news  !  "  said  Louise  sadly.  "  It 
seems  so  terrible.  Only  yesterday  eveniug  so 
well,  and  now " 

She  finished  her  remark  with  a  sob. 

''  It  is  very  terrible,"  said  her  father  ;  "  but 
I  hope  we  shall  soon  hear  that  the  villains  are 
caught. " 
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Harry  sat  holding  the  handle  of  his  teacup 
firmly,  and  gazing  straight  before  him. 

"  You'll  go  up  to  the  office,  of  course,  my 
boy  ?  "  said  Vine. 

"  Eh  ?  Go  up  to  the  office  ?  "  cried  Harry, 
starting. 

"  Yes,  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  Do  all 
you  can  to  assist  Crampton." 

''Yes,  father." 

"  He  was  very  Cjuiet  and  reserved  when  I 
went  in  at  seven  ;  quite  snappish,  I  might  say. 
But  he  was  too  much  occupied  and  troubled, 
I  suppose,  to  be  very  courteous  to  such  an 
old  idler  as  I  am.  Ah !  "  he  continued,  as 
a  figure  passed  the  window,  "here's  Uncle 
Luke." 

A  cold  chill  had  run  through  Harry  at  the 
mention  of  Crampton — a  chill  of  horror  lest 
he  should  suspect  anything ;  and  now,  at  the 
announcement  of  his  uncle's  approach,  he  felt 
a  flush  run  up  to  his  temples,  and  as  if  the 
room  had  suddenly  become  hot. 

'•'  Morning,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  entering 
without  ceremony,  a  rush  basket  in  one  hand, 
his  strapped-together  rod  in  the  other.  ''  Break- 
fast ?     Late  for  breakfast,  isn't  it  ?  " 

''  Xo,  Luke,  no  ;  our  usual  time,"  said  his 
brother  mildly. 
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"  You  will  sit  down  and  have  some,  nncle  ? " 

"No,  Louie,  no,"  he  replied,  nodding  his 
head  and  looking  a  little  less  hard  at  her. 
"  I've  had  some  bread  and  skim  milk,  and 
I'm  just  off  to  catch  my  dinner.  The  idiot 
know  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Luke  !  "  said  his  brother  mildly, 
as  Uncle  Luke  made  a  gesture  upward  towards 
Aunt  Marguerite's  room  ;  "  why  will  you 
strive  to  increase  the  breach  between  you  and 
our  sister  ?  " 

"  Well,  she  tells  every  one  that  I'm  mad. 
"Why  shouldn't  I  call  her  an  idiot  ?  But  nice 
goings  on,  these.     AVonder  you're  all  alive." 

"  Then  you  have  heard  ?  " 

"  Heard  ?  Of  course.  If  I  hadn't  I  could 
have  read  it  in  your  faces.  Look  here,  sir,"  he 
cried,  turning  sharply  on  his  nephew,  "  where 
were  you  last  night  ?  " 

Harry  clutched  the  table-cloth  that  hung 
into  his  lap. 

"  I  ?     Last  night  ?  "  he  faltered. 

"  Yes ;  didn't  I  speak  plainly  ?  Where 
were  you  last  night  ?  Why  weren't  you 
down  at  Van  Heldre's,  behaving  like  a  man, 
and  fighting  for  your  master  along  with  your 
henchman  ? " 

"  Uncle,  dear,  don't   be   so  unreasonable," 
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said  Louise,  leaning  back  and  looking  up  in 
the  old  man's  face — for  he  had  thrown  his 
basket  and  rod  on  a  chair,  and  gone  behind 
her  to  stand  stroking  her  cheek — "  Harry  was 
at  home  with  Mr.  Pradelle." 

'•'  Pradelle,  eh  ? "  said  the  old  man  sharply. 
'^  Xot  up  ?  " 

"^h.  Pradelle  has  gone,"  said  Louise. 
**  Gone,  eh  ? "  said  Uncle  Luke  sharply. 
''Yes,"  said   his    brother.      "Mr.   Pradelle 
behaved   very  nicely.     He  left   this  note   for 
me. 

'•  Xote,  eh  ?     Bank-note " 

Harry  winced  and  set  his  teeth. 
••  Xo,  no,  Luke.     Xonsense  !  " 
'•'Xonsense  ?     I  mean  to  pay  for  his  board 
and  lodging  all  the  time  he  has  been  here." 

''  Absurd,  Luke  !  "  said  his  brother,  taking 
up  a  liberal  meal  for  a  sea-anemone  on  the  end 
of  a  thin  glass  rod.  '"  He  said  that  under  the 
circumstances  he  felt  that  he  should  be  an 
encumbrance  to  us,  and  therefore  he  had  gone 
by  the  earliest  train." 

'•'  Like  the  sneak  he  is,  eh,  Harry  ? " 
The  voung  man  met  his  uncle's  eyes  for  the 
moment,  and  then  dropped  his  own. 

"  You'll  kill  those  things  with  kindness, 
Geoi'o-e.     Anv  one  would  think  you  were  fat- 


40  OF   HIGH   DESCENT. 

tening  them  for  market.  So  Master  Pradelle 
has  gone,  eh  ?  Don't  cry,  Louie  ;  perhaps  we 
can  coax  him  back." 

He  chuckled,  and  patted  her  cheek. 

*'  Uncle,  dear,  don't  talk  like  that.  We  are 
in  such  trouble." 

"  About  Van  Heldre,  that  boy's  master.  Yes, 
of  course.  Very  sad  for  Mrs.  Van  and  little 
Madelaine.  Leslie  was  down  there  as  soon  as 
one  of  the  miners  brought  up  the  news,  trying 
to  comfort  them." 

Harry's  teeth  gritted  slightly,  but  he  re- 
lapsed into  his  former  semi- cataleptic  state,  as 
if  forced  to  listeu,  and  unable  to  move. 

"  I  like  Leslie,"  said  Vine  sadly. 

"  So  do  L  At  least,  I  don't  dislike  him 
so  much  as  I  do  some  folks.  Now  if  he  had 
been  there,  he'd  have  behaved  better  than  you 
did.  Master  Harry." 

''  Uncle,  dear,  don't  be  so  hard  on  poor 
Harry." 

"  Poor  Harry !  Good  job  he  is  poor. 
What's  the  good  of  being  rich  for  thieves  to 
break  through  and  steal  ? " 

"Ah!  what  indeed!"  said  his  brother 
sadly. 

"  Look  at  Van  Heldre,  knocked  on  the  head 
and  going  to  die." 
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"  Uncle  ! " 

"  Well,  I  dare  say  he  will,  and  be  at  rest. 
Knocked  on  the  head,  and  robbed  of  five 
hundred  pounds.     My  money,  every  penny." 

"  Yours,  Luke  ?  "  said  his  brother,  pointing 
at  him  with  the  glass  rod. 

"  Thanks,  no,  George ;  give  it  to  the  sea- 
anemone.     I  don't  like  raw  winkle." 

"  But  you  said  that  money  was  yours  ? " 

"  Yes ;  a  deposit ;  all  in  new  crisp  Bank 
of  England  notes,  Harry.  Taking  care  of  it 
for  me  till  I  got  a  fresh  investment." 

'■  You  surprise  me,  Luke." 

"  Always  did.  Surprised  you  more  if 
Margaret  had  had  five  hundred  pounds  to 
invest,  eh  ? " 

'•'  Then  the  loss  will  fall  upon  you,  uncle," 
said  Louise  sympathetically,  as  she  took  the 
old  man's  hand. 

"  Yes,  my  dear.  But  better  have  the  loss 
fall  upon  me  than  Crampton's  heavy  ebony 
ruler,  eh,  Harry  ?  " 

The  young  man  looked  once  more  in  the 
searching  malicious  eyes,  and  nodded. 

"  Bad  job  though,  Louie.  I'd  left  poor 
Harry  that  money  in  my  will." 

"  Oh,  uncle ! "  cried  Louise,  holding;  his 
hand  to  her  cheek. 
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"  Yes ;  but    not    a   penny  for   you,    pussy 
There,    it   don't   matter.     I    shan't    miss    the 
money.     If  I  run  short,  George,  you'll  give 
me  a  crust,  same  as  you  do  Margaret  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Luke,  I've  told  you  a  hundred 
times,  I  should  be  glad  if  you  would  give  up 
that— that " 

"  Dog  kennel  ?  "  sneered  the  old  cynic. 

"  That  hut  on  the  cliff,  and  come  and  share 
my  home." 

"  Yes,  two  hundred  times,  I'll  swear,"  said 
Uncle  Luke.  "  You  always  were  weak,  George. 
One  idiot's  enough  for  you  to  keep,  and  very 
little  does  for  me.  There's  my  larder,"  he 
continued,  pointing  toward  the  sea ;  "  and  as 
to  Harry  here,  he  won't  miss  the  money.  He's 
going  to  be  the  Count  des  Vignes,  and  take 
Aunt  Maro-uerite  over  to  Auverojne,  to  live 
in  his  grand  chateau.  Five  hundred  pound's 
nothino^  to  him." 

The  perspiration  stood  on  Harry's  brow, 
cold  and  damp,  and  he  sat  enduring  all  this 
torture.  One  moment  he  felt  that  his  uncle 
suspected  him,  the  next  that  it  was  impossible. 
At  times  a  fierce  sensation  of  rage  bubbled  up 
in  his  breast,  and  he  felt  as  if  he  would  have 
liked  to  strangle  the  keen-eyed  old  man ;  but 
directly  after  he  felt  that  this  was  his  punish- 
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ment  called  clown  by  liis  weakness  and  folly, 
and  that  lie  must  bear  it. 

"  Going,  Harry  1 "  said  his  father,  as  the 
young  man  rose. 

"  Yes  ;  it  is  time  I  went  on  to  the  office." 

"  Good  boy.  Punctuality's  the  soul  of  busi- 
ness," said  Uncle  Luke.  "  Pity  we  have  no 
corporation  here.  You  might  rise  to  be  mayor. 
Here,  I  don't  think  I  shall  go  fishing  to-day. 
I'll  stop,  and  go  on  with  you  two,  to  see  old 
Van.  Louie,  dear,  go  and  tell  your  aunt  I'm 
here.  She  might  like  to  come  down  and  have 
a  snarl." 

"  Uncle,  dear,"  said  Louise,  rising  and  kissing 
him,  "you  can't  deceive  me." 

She  went  out  after  Harry. 

"Not  a  pair,  George,"  said  Uncle  Luke, 
grimly.  "  Louie's  w^orth  five  hundred  of  the 
boy."    ^        ^ 

"  He'd  drive  me  mad,  Lou,  he'd  drive  me 
mad,"  cried  Harry,  tearing  his  hand  from  his 
sister's  grasp,  and  hurrying  away ;  but  only 
to  run  back  repentant  and  kiss  her  fondly 
before  going. 


CHAPTER   V. 

THE   TRIFLE    THAT   TELLS    TALES. 

As  Harry  Vine  left  his  father's  house,  and 
hurried  down  the  slope,  he  gazed  wildly  out 
to  sea.  There  were  no  thoughts  of  old  Hugue- 
not estates,  or  ancient  titles,  but  France  lay 
yonder  over  that  glistening  sea,  and  as  he 
watched  a  cinnamon-sailed  lugger  gliding 
rapidly  south  and  east,  he  longed  to  be  aboard. 

Why  should  he  not  do  as  Pradelle  had  done 
— escape  from  the  dangers  which  surrounded 
and  hemmed  him  in '?  It  was  the  easiest  way 
out  of  his  difficulties. 

There  were  several  reasons. 

To  go  would  stamp  him  with  the  crime, 
and  so  invite  pursuit.  To  do  this  was  to  dis- 
grace father  and  sister,  and  perhaps  be  taken 
and  dragged  back. 

When  he  reached  the  harbour,  instead  of 
turning  down  to  the  left,  by  the  estuary,  he 
made  his  way  at  once  on  to  the  shore,  and 
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after  a  little  hesitation,  picked  out  the  spot 
where  on  the  previous  night  he  had  thrown 
himself  down,  half  mad  with  the  course  he  had 
been  called  upon  to  take. 

The  engraved  gold  locket,  with  which  his 
nervous  fingers  had  so  often  played,  would 
be  lying  somewhere  among  the  stones  ;  perhaps 
caught  and  wedged  in  a  crevice.  It  was  so 
easy  when  lying  prone  to  catch  such  an  orna- 
ment and  snap  it  off  without  knowing.  He 
looked  carefully  over  the  heap  of  stones,  and 
then  around  in  every  direction  ;  but  the  locket 
was  not  there. 

"  It  must  be  somewhere  about,"  he  said 
angrily,  as  if  he  willed  that  it  should ;  but 
there  was  no  sign  of  the  glittering  piece  of 
weU-polished  gold,  and  a  suspicion  that  had 
for  a  long  time  been  growing,  increased  rapidly 
in  force,  till  he  could  bear  it  no  longer,  and 
once  more  something;  seemed  to  uroje  him  to 

fly- 

He  had  clung  so  to  that  hope,  shutting  his 
eyes  to  the  truth,  and  going  down  to  the 
beach  to  search  for  the  locket.  Even  when 
he  had  not  found  it,  he  said  that  perhaps 
some  child  had  picked  it  up ;  but  there  was 
the  truth  now  refusing  to  be  smothered  longer, 
and    he    walked    on   hastily   to    reach    Van 
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Heldre's  office,  so  as  to  search  for  the  locket 
there.  For  it  was  the  truth  he  had  felt  that 
sudden  snatch,  that  tug  when  the  old  merchant 
dashed  at  him,  and  then  fell.  The  locket  was 
torn  off  then.  He  might  not  be  too  late.  In 
the  hurry  and  confusion  it  might  not  have 
been  seen. 

The  ordinary  door  of  entrance  to  the  offices 
was  closed,  and  at  the  house  the  blinds  were 
half  drawn  down.  He  felt  that  he  could  not 
go  to  the  front  door.  So  after  a  little  hesita- 
tion, he  went  round  into  the  back  lane,  and 
with  a  strange  sensation  of  dread,  passed 
through  the  gateway  and  down  the  steps  into 
the  neatly -kept  garden  yard. 

Everything  was  very  still ;  and  Harry  Vine, 
with  an  attempt  to  look  as  if  entirely  bent 
upon  his  ordinary  task,  went  up  to  the  door, 
entered  the  glass  corridor,  as  he  had  entered 
it  the  night  before,  and  by  a  tremendous 
effort  of  will  walked  quickly  into  the  outer 
office. 

The  inner  door  was  open,  and  after  a  hasty 
glance  round,  he  was  in  the  act  of  crossing  to 
it  when  he  found  himself  face  to  face  with 
the  old  clerk.  For  some  moments  neither 
spoke — the  old  man  gazing  stniight  at  Harry 
with  a  peculiar,  stony  glare,  and  the  latter,  so 
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thrown  off  his   balance  that  no  words  woukl 
come. 

"  Good  iDorninof,"  he  said  at  last. 

The  old  man  continued  to  stare  as  if  lookiDo- 

o 

him  through  and  through. 

''  What  do  you  want  ?  "  he  said  at  last. 

"  Want  ?     It  is  past  nine  o'clock,  and " 

"  Go  back.     The  office  is  closed." 

'"'  Go  back  ? "  said  Harry,  troubled  by  the 
old  man's  manner  more  than  by  the  announce- 
ment ;  for  it  seemed  natural  that  the  office 
should  be  closed. 

"  Yes,  young  man  ;  you  can  go  back." 

''  But " 

*'  I  said,  go  back,  sir — go  back  !  The  ^office 
is  closed,"  said  the  old  man  fiercely  ;  and  there 
was  somethino;  menacino;  in  the  manner  of  his 
approach,  as  he  backed  his  junior  to  the  closed 
door,  and  unlocked  it  and  pointed  to  the  street. 

"  Mr.  Crampton — "  began  Harry. 

The  old  man  looked  at  him  as  if  he  could 
have  struck  him 'down,  waved  him  aside,  and 
closed  and  locked  the  door. 

Harry  stood  for  a  few  moments  thinking. 
What  could  he  do  to  gain  an  entrance  there, 
and  have  a  C[uiet  search  of  the  place  ?  The 
only  plan  open  seemed  to  be  to  wait  until 
Crampton  had  gone  away. 
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He  had  just  come  to  this  conclusion,  after 
walking  a  short  distance  along  the  street  and 
returnino^,  when  a  fresh  shock  awaited  him. 
Van  Heldre's  front  door  was  open,  and  Duncan 
Leslie  came  out,  walking  quickly  towards  him, 
but  not  noticing  whom  he  approached  till 
they  were  face  to  face. 

"Ah,  Mr.  Vine,"  he  said,  holding  out  his 
hand ;  "  I  had  some  thought  of  coming  up  to 
you." 

"  What  for  ? " 

"  What  for  ?  Surely  at  a  time  like  this 
there  ought  not  to  be  a  gap  between  friends. 
I  am  afraid  you  misunderstood  me  the  other 
night.     I  am  very  sorry.     There  is  my  hand." 

But  trembling  with  that  other  anxiety, 
Harry  Vine  had  still  the  old  sting  of  jealousy 
festering  in  his  breast.  Leslie  had  just  come 
from  Van  Heldre's ;  perhaps  he  had  been 
talking  with  Madelaine  even  there ;  and, 
io-noring  the  proffer,  Harry  bowed  coldly  and 
was  passing  on,  but  Leslie  laid  his  hand  upon 
his  arm. 

"  If  I  have  been  more  in  the  wrong  than 
I  think,  pray  tell  me,"  said  Leslie.  "  Come, 
Vine,  you  and  I  ought  not  to  be  ill  friends." 

For  a  moment  the  desire  was  upon  him 
to  grasp  the  extended  hand.     It  was  a  time 
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when  he  was  ready  to  cliug  to  any  one  for 
help  and  support,  and  the  look  in  his  eyes 
changed. 

"  Ah,  that's  better  ! "  said  Leslie  frankly. 
"  I  want  to  talk  to  you." 

Why  not  go  with  him  ?  Why  not  tell 
Leslie  all,  and  ask  his  help  and  advice  ?  He 
needed  both  sorely.  It  was  but  a  moment's 
fancy,  which  he  cast  aside  as  mad.  What 
would  Leslie  say  to  such  a  one  as  he  ?  And 
how  could  he  take  the  hand  of  a  man  who 
was  taking  the  place  which  should  be  his  ? 

Leslie  stood  still  in  the  narrow  seaport 
street  for  a  few  moments,  looking  after  Harry, 
wdio  had  turned  off  suddenly  and  walked  aw^ay. 


VOL.  II. 


CHAPTEE   VI. 

ON    THE    RACK. 

How  was  he  to  pass  that  day?  At  home 
in  a  state  of  agony,  starting  at  every  word, 
trembling  at  every  knock  which  came  to  tlie 
door  ?  He  felt  that  he  could  not  do  that,  and 
that  he  must  be  engaged  in  some  way  to 
crush  down  the  thous^hts  which  were  ferment- 
ing  in  his  brain. 

Certain  now  that  he  had  lost  the  locket  in 
the  slight  struggle  in  the  office,  he  literally 
determined  to  leave  no  stone  unturned,  and 
walked  once  more  down  to  the  beach,  where 
he  went  on  searching,  till  glancing  up  he  saw 
Poll  Perrow,  the  old  fish-woman,  resting  her 
arm  on  the  rail  at  the  edge  of  the  clitF,  looking 
down  at  him,  and  apparently  watching  him. 

That  was  sufficient  to  turn  bim  from  his 
c[uest,  and  he  went  ofi*  hastily,  and  without 
intent,  to  find  himself  upon  the  long,  narrow. 
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pier-like  point  which  acted  as  a  breakwater  to 
the  harbour. 

He  went  on  and  on,  till  he  reached  the 
end,  where  with  the  sea  on  three  sides,  and 
the  waves  washing  at  his  feet,  he  sat  dow^n 
on  one  of  the  masses  of  rock  as  his  uncle 
so  often  took  up  his  position  to  fish,  and 
watched  the  swirling  current  that  ran  so 
swiftly  by  the  end  of  the  point. 

"  How  easy  it  would  be,"  he  thought,  "  to 
step  down  off  the  end  of  the  rock  into  the 
sea,  and  be  carried  right  away." 

"  And  disgrace  them  by  acting  like  a 
coward,*'  he  said  half  aloud  ;  and  leaping  up 
he  walked  swiftly  back  to  the  cliff,  and  then 
went  up  the  path  that  led  to  home. 

At  the  door  he  met  Louise  and  his  father. 

"  Back  again,  Harry  ? "  said  the  latter, 
wonderingly. 

"  Yes ;  the  place  is  shut  up.  No  business 
to-day,"  he  said  hastily. 

"  Did  you  see  Madelaine  ?  "  asked  Louise, 
anxiously. 

He  shook  his  head. 

"  Or  poor  Mrs.  Van  Heldre  ? "  said  hi^ 
father. 

"  Xo  ;  I  thought  it  would  worry  them." 

"  But  you  asked  how  Van  Heldre  was  ^  " 

E   2 
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*'  No,"  said  Harry,  confusedly.  "  I — it 
seemed  a  pity  to  disturb  them." 

"  Come  back  and  make  amends,"  said  Vine 
rather  sternly.  "They  must  not  think  we 
desert  them  in  their  trouble." 

"  But  both  you  and  Louise  have  been  on 
this  morning." 

'•'Yes,  and  would  have  stayed  if  it  would 
have  helped  them,"  said  Vine.     "  Come." 

Harry  hung  back  for  a  moment,  and  then, 
in  the  hope  that  he  might  be  able  to  slip 
away  from  them,  and  search  the  office  in 
Crampton's  absence,  he  w^ent  on  by  their  side. 

To  the  surprise  of  all,  as  they  reached  the 
house  the  door  was  opened  by  Crampton,  who 
stood  scowling  in  the  doorway,  and  barred  the 
way. 

"  How  is  he  now,  Crampton  ? "  said  Vine, 
as  Harry's  heart  began  to  palpitate  with  the 
fear  that  all  this  w^as  intended  for  him. 

"Dying,"  said  the  old  man,  shortly. 

"No,  no,  not  so  bad  as  that,"  cried  Louise 
and  her  father  in  a  breath.      "  Doctor  Knatch- 

bull  said " 

"  What  doctors  always  say,  Miss  Louise, 
that  while  there's  life,  there's  hope.  'Tisn't 
true.  There's  often  life  and  no  hope,  and  it's 
so  here." 
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^'  Cramptoii,  you  are  taking  too  black  a 
view  of  the  matter,"  said  Vine,  quickly.  "  It's 
very  good  of  you  to  be  so  much  moved  as  his 
old  and  faithful  servant,  but  let's  all,  as*  a 
duty,  look  on  the  best  side  of  thino's." 

"  There  is  no  best  side,"  said  Crampton 
bitterly.  "The  whole  world's  corrupt.  AVell : 
what  do  you  people  want  to  say  ? " 

"'  To  say  ?  We  have  come  to  be  of  help  if 
we  can.      Come,  Louise,  my  dear." 

He  took  a  step  forward,  but  the  old  man 
stood  fast. 

"  You  know  all  there  is  to  know,"  said  the 
old  clerk  sourly,  as  he  looked  half  angrily  at 
Vine,  and  then,  totally  ignoring  Harry,  he 
turned  his  eyes  on  Louise,  when  the  hard  look 
softene:!  a  little.  "Send  in  by  and  by  if  you 
want  to  hear,  or  Til  send  to  you — if  he  dies." 

"  Dies  !  "  cried  Vine,  with  a  start  of  horror, 
"  No,  no  ;  he  is  not  so  bad  as  that." 

'■'  As  bad  as  a  man  can  be  to  live." 

*'  You  forget  yourself,  Crampton,"  said  Vine, 
with  dignity.  "  You  forget  yourself.  But 
there,  I  can  look  over  it  all  now.  I  know 
what  you  must  feel.  Go  and  tell  Mrs.  Van 
Heldre  or  Miss  Madelaine  that  we  are  here." 

The  old  man  hesitated  for  a  few  moments, 
and  then  drew  back  to  allow  Louise  and  her 
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father  to  pa-s  ;  but  as  Harry  stepped  forward 
hastily  to  follow,  the  old  man  interposed,  and 
fiercely  raised  his  hand. 

^'  No,'"  he  said.  *'  I'm  master  now.  Go 
back!     Go  back!" 

Harry  shrank  from  him  as  Crampton  stood 
pointing  down  the  street,  and  then  strove  hard 
to  master  the  abject  sensation  of  dread  which 
made  him  feel  that  all  the  old  man  said  was 
true.  He  was  master  now ;  and  with  an 
angry  gesture  he  turned  and  walked  swiftly 
away,  to  turn  as  he  reached  the  end  of  the 
street  and  see  Crampton  watching  him 
from  the  doorstep,  and  with  his  hand  still 
raised. 

"  Am  I  such  an  abject  coward  that  I  am 
frightened  of  that  old  man  ? "  he  muttered, 
as  he  recalled  how  only  a  few  hours  back  he 
used  to  treat  him  with  a  flippant  condescend- 
ing contempt.  "  Yes,  he's  master  now,  and 
means  to  show  it.  Why  did  I  not  go  in 
boldly  ? " 

He  knew  why,  and  writhed  in  his  impotence 
and  dread.  The  task  of  keeping  a  bold  face 
on  the  matter  was  harder  than  he  thought. 
He  wandered  about  the  town  in  an  objectless 
way  hour  after  hour,  and  then  went  home. 
His  father  and  sister  had  not  returned,  but 
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Auut  ]\[argueiite  was  down,  ready  to  rise  in 
her  artificial  manner  and  extend  her  hand. 

"  Ah,  Henri,  my  child,"  she  said ;  "  how 
pale  and  careworn  you  look !  Where  are  they 
all  ? " 

"  Van  Heldre's,"  said  Harry  shortly. 

"  Ah,  poor  man  !  Very  bad,  I  hear.  Yes, 
it's  very  sad,  but  I  do  not  see  ^^■hy  his  accident 
should  so  reverse  our  reg^ular  lives  at  houie. 
Henri,  dear,  you  must  break  with  Mr.  Van 
Heldre  after  this." 

"  I  have  broken  with  him,  aunt,"  cried  the 
young  man  fiercely. 

"  Ah !  that's  right ;  that  is  spoken  as  one 
of  our  race  should  speak.  Good  boy.  And, 
Henri,  my  darling,  of  course  there  will  be  no 
more  silly  flirtings  with  your  sister's  friend. 
Rememt)er  what  1  have  told  you  of  the  fair 
daughters  of  France,  and  let  the  friiulein 
marry  that  man  Leslie." 

"  Aunt,  you'll  drive  me  mad,"  exclaimed 
Harry,  grinding  his  teeth  ;  and  without  an- 
other word  he  dashed  out  of  the  house.  His 
first  thought  was  to  go  up  the  clifi*-path  on  to 
the  wild  granite  plain  and  moors  which  over- 
looked the  town,  but  he  could  not  stir  in  that 
direction.  There  was  the  hauntino'  dread  of 
that  locket  being  found,  and  he  went  on  down 
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again  into  the  town,  and  looked  about  the 
shore  for  hours. 

The  afternoon  was  growing  old,  and  his 
mind  was  becoming  better  able  to  bear  the 
brunt  of  all  that  was  to  come. 

He  raised  his  eyes,  and  was  on  the  point 
of  g:oing;  back  home  to  see  if  his  father  aiid 
sister  had  returned,  when  he  caught  sight  of 
old  Crampton  coming  out  of  the  post-office, 
after  which  the  old  man  walked  on  in  the 
direction  of  his  home. 

The  opportunity  at  last !  The  office  would 
be  unguarded  ;  and,  walking  swiftly  in  the 
direction  of  Van  Held  re's,  he  turned  round 
into  the  back  lane,  and,  strung  up  to  act 
firmly  and  determinedly,  he  pressed  the  back 
gate. 

It  was  fast. 

Desperate  and  determined  now,  he  w^ent 
round  to  the  principal  office  door,  but  it  was 
locked.  Harry  drew  a  long  breath,  and 
walked  straight  to  the  front  door  and  rang. 

The  maid  who  onened  drew  back  to  let  him 

J- 

pass. 

"  My  father— sister  here  ?  " 

"  In  the  drawing-room ;  in  with  my  mis- 
tress." 

"No,  no,"  said  Harry  hastily,  as  the  maid 
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moved  towards  the  door;  "never  mind  me  ; 
I'll  go  in  soon." 

The  woman  left  him  in  the  hall,  and  he 
waited  till  he  heard  the  kitchen  door 
close,  when  he  walked  swiftly  and  softly 
to  the  glass  window,  and  hurried  into  the 
office. 

The  inner  office  door  was  open,  and  he 
darted  in,  to  hastily  look  all  ronnd,  under 
table,  chairs,  beneath  the  book-shelves,  among 
the  newspapers  that  h\j  in  places  in  a  heap  ; 
but  there  was  no  sign  of  the  missing  trinket, 
and  an  icy  feeling  of  dread  began  to  grow 
upon   him. 

The  waste-paper  basket ! 

It  was  half  full,  and  the  locket  might  easily 
have  dropped  in  there,  but  a  hasty  examination 
was  without  avail. 

The  fireplace  ! 

He  looked  there,  in  the  ready-laid  fire, 
beneath  the  grate,  in  the  fender ;  he  even 
raised  it,  but  without  avail. 

"  It  must  be  here  somewhere,"  he  muttered 
fiercely  ;  and  he  looked  round  again,  and  in 
amongst  the  papers  on  the  table. 

Still  without  avail. 

''It  is  in  the  waste-paper  basket,"  he  said, 
with  a  feeling    of    conviction    upon    him,  as. 
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trembling  in  every  limb,  he  went  to  the  other 
side  of  the  table  where  it  stood. 

'•'  What's  that  ?  " 

A  faint  sound.   Was  it  Crampton  returning  ? 

He  stood  listening,  his  brow  glistening  with 
the  cold  perspiration ;  and  as  he  remained 
breathless  and  intent,  he  seemed  to  see  again 
the  office  as  it  was  on  the  previous  night, 
almost  totally  dark,  the  safe  opened,  and  the 
shadowy  Egure  of  Van  Heldre  dashing  at 
him. 

Was  it  fancy,  or  was  the  place  really  dark  ? 
A  curious  mist  was  before  his  eyes,  but  all 
was  silent ;  and  he  went  down  on  his  knees, 
turned  the  waste-paper  basket  upside  down — 
the  torn  letters,  envelopes,  and  circulars  form- 
ing a  heap  on  the  well-worn  Turkey  carpet  ; 
but  no  piece  of  metal  fell  out  with  a  low  pat. 

"It  is  here  ;  it  is  here  ;  it  shall  be  here," 
he  panted  ;  and  then  he  sprang  to  his  feet 
shivering  with  shame  and  dread,  face  to  face 
with  Madelaine  Van  Heldre,  who,  pale  with 
emotion,  heavy-eyed  with  w^eeping,  but  erect 
and  stern,  flashed  upon  him  a  look  full  of 
anger  and  contempt. 

"Ah,  Madelaine  ! "  he  stammered,  "  have 
you  seen  a  half- written  letter — -must  be  here 
somewhere — left  on  my  desk '?  " 
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"  Henri  ties  Vignes — the  soul  of  honour  !  " 
she  said  hitterly.  ''  Have  you  fallen  so  low 
as  this  ?  '' 

•■  I — I  don't  understand  you." 

'•'  You  coward  !  And  you  can  lie  to  me — 
the  woman  you  professed  to  love  !  " 

"  ^ladelaine,  for  pity's  sake." 

"  Let  me  tell  you  what  you  are  looking  for." 

"  I— looking  for  ?  "• 

"Yes;  vou  are  lookino-  for  somethino-  for 
fear  it  shoald  fall  into  the  hands  of  the 
police." 

"  1  don't  know  vvdiat  you  mean." 

"  Oh  !  is  it  possible  that  a  man  can  he  so 
base  ?  Let  me  tell  you,  then.  Y^ou  are  look- 
ing for  the  locket  snapped  from  your  chain 
when  my  poor  father  was  stricken  down." 

''  Madelaine  !  what  are  vou  savino-  ?  " 

*•'  Stricken  down  by  the  wretch  whom,  in 
my  pity  and  love,  I  had  asked  him  to  receive 
into  his  house,  that  he  might  redeem  his  cha- 
racter, an<l  prove  to  the  world  that  he  had 
only  been  weak." 

"  You — you  did  this  !  "  he  gasped. 

"  I  did  this  ;  and  found  that  in  his  love  for 
his  old  friend  my  father  had  already  deter- 
mined TO  be  a  second  father  to  his  son." 

"  Oh : " 
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"  xliul  for  what  ?  To  bring  him  where  he 
might  phiy  the  part  of  serpent  on  the  hearth, 
and  sting  him  to  the  quick." 

"  Madelaine,  for  God's  sake,  mercy  !  " 

She  could  have  none  then. 

''  To  give  shelter,  ah  !  and,  some  day,  the 
hand  of  the  weak,  trustino:  o-irl  who  loved 
him,  and  said,  '  Give  him  time,  father,  and  he 
will  change ' — to  give  him  some  day  her  hand 
and  love,  and  welcome  him  as  a  son." 

"  Madelaine  !  "  he  cried,  throwing  himself 
on  his  knees  to  clasp  the  hem  of  her  dress 
and  literally  grovel  at  her  feet. 

"  To  the  man  who  could  stoop  to  be  a  vile 
contemptible  thief !  " 

"  No,  no,  no  1  "  cried  Harry,  springing  to 
his  feet ;  "  not  that — not  that." 

''And  rob  him." 

"  No  ;  anything  but  that.  I  swear  I  did 
not  do  that." 

"  And  when  detected  in  the  act  did  not 
scruple  to  play  the  would-be  murderer." 

"  Madelaine,  have  pity  !  " 

"And  cruelly  struck  him  down." 

"  Madelaine.     All  you  say  is  not  true." 

"  Not  true  ?  Go  up  to  where  he  lies  hover- 
ing between  life  and  death,  and  see  your  work. 
Coward  !     Villain  !     Oh,  that  I    should    ever 
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have  been  so  weak  as  to  tliink  I  loved  such  a 
wretch  as  you  ! '' 

He  drew  himself  up. 

"  It  is  not  true,"  he  said.  "  I  did  not  com- 
mit that  theft  ;  and  it  was  in  my  agony  and 
shaaie  at  beino^  found  before  the  safe  that  I 

o 

struck  him  down." 

'•'You  confess  you  were  there  —  that  you 
were  a  partner  in  the  crime  ?  " 

"  Yes,  1  was  there,"  said  Harr}^,  slowly ; 
"  and  I  sinned.  Well,  I  am  ready.  Take 
your  revenge.  I  am  in  your  hands.  You 
have  the  evidence  of  my  crime.  Denounce 
me,  and  let  me  go  out  of  vour  sio-ht  for 
ever. 

"  And  my  father's  old  friend — my  second 
father  ?  And  Louise,  my  more  than  sister  ? 
What  of  them  ?  " 

He  quailed  before  her  as  she  stood,  her  eyes 
Hashing,  a  hectic  flush  on  either  cheek  ;  and  he 
felt  that  he  had  never  known  Madelaine  Van 
Heldre  till  then. 

''  Oh  I "  he  oToaned  as  he  covered  his  face 

o 

with  his  hands,  ''  I  am  guilty.  Let  me  suffer," 
he  said  slowly.  "  They  will  soon  forget,  for  I 
shall  be  as  one  who  is  dead." 

"  No,"  she  said  ;  "  I  cannot  speak.  If  he 
who  is  hovering  between  life  and  death  could 
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advise,  lie  would  say,  '  Be  silent  ;  let  his  con- 
science be  his  judge/  I  say  the  same.  Go. 
The  locket  is  not  there." 

"  The  police  ? "  he  cried  in  a  questioning 
tone. 

"  No,"  she  said  ;  "  the  secret  was  mine.  I 
found  it  tightly  clasped  in  my  poor  father's 
hand." 

"  Then  the  secret  is  safe." 

''  Safe  ^  "  she  said  scornfully.  "  Safe  ?  Yes, 
it  is  my  secret.  You  asked  for  mercy.  I 
give  it  you,  for  the  sake  of  all  who  are  dear 
to  me ;  and  because,  if  he  lives,  my  poor 
father  wouUl  not  prosecute  the  son  of  his 
old  friend.  There  is  your  locket.  Take  it, 
and  I  pray  Heaven  we  may  never  meet  again. 
Crampton  ! " 

"  Yes,  Miss  Maddy,  Crampton — old  Cramp- 
ton,  who  held  you  in  his  arms  when  you  were 
one  hour  old." 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  " 

"Watching  my  master's  interests — watch- 
ing over  you." 

"  Then  you  have  heard  '? " 

"  Every  word,  my  child." 

"  You  cursed  spy  I  "  cried  Harry  fiercely,  as 
he  seized  the  old  man  by  the  throat. 

"  You've  done  enough,  Master  Harry  Vine, 
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enough  to  transport  you,  sir;    and  if  he  dies 
to  send  you  to  your  death." 

"  Crarapton  !  "  shrieked  Madelaine,  as  Harry 
drew  bark  trembling. 

"  Be  merciful,  like  you,  my  dear  ?  No,  I 
cannot." 

"  Then  vou'll  9:0  and  tell " 

"  What  I've  heard  now,  my  dear  ?  No  ; 
there  is  no  need." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? " 

'•'  To  watch  over  you,  whether  my  poor 
master  lives  or  dies.  I  know  you  !  You'd 
forgive  him  if  he  asked," 

"  Never  !  But,  Crampton,  it  is  our  secret. 
He  must  go — to  repent.  Dear  Crampton," 
she  cried,  throwing  her  arms  about  his  neck, 
'"'  you  must  be  merciful  too  !  " 

'•'  Too  late,  my  dear,"  said  the  old  man 
sternly  ;   "  too  late." 

He  placed  his  arm  round  her  and  drew 
her  to  his  breast,  as  if  to  defend  her  from 
Harry. 

'•  When  I  went  home  that  night,"  he  con- 
tinued in  a  slow,  solemn  voice,  "  I  felt  that 
somethinor  was  not  rio-ht,  and  I  came  on  here 
— in  time  to  see " 

•'•  Oh  !  "  cried  Madelaine. 

''  In  time  to  see  that  shiveriDir,  o-uiltv  wretch 


64  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

flee  from  where  he  had  struck  my  poor 
master  down ;  and  if  I  had  been  a  young 
man  and  strong  I  could  have  killed  him  for 
his  crime." 

"  You  saw  him  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  dear.  No  need  for  the  locket  to 
bear  witness.  I  had  my  duty  to  do,  and  it 
is  done." 

''Done?" 

''Yes  ;  to  punish  him  for  his  crime." 

"  Cramp  ton,  what  have  you  said  ?  Harry  ! 
before  it  is  too  late  !  " 

"  It  is  too  late,  my  child.  See  here."  He 
held  out  a  scrap  of  reddish  paper.  "  From 
the  London  police.  I  could  not  trust  those 
bunglers  here." 

Madelaine  snatched  the  paper  from  his  hand 
and  read  it. 

"  Oh  !  "  she  moaned,  and  the  paper  dropped 
from  her  hand. 

Harry  snatched  it  from  the  floor,  read  it,  let 
it  fall,  and  reeled  against  the  table,  whose  edge 
he  grasped. 

Madelaine  struo^gled  and  freed  herself  from 
the  old  man's  detaining  arm. 

"  Harry  !  "  she  panted — "  it  would  be  my 
father's  wish — escape  !  There  may  yet  be 
time." 
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He  leaned  back  ag;ainst  the  table,  o;azino-  at 
her  wildly,  as  if  he  did  not  grasp  her  words. 
Then  he  started  as  if  stung  by  a  sudden  lash 
as  old  Crampton  said  : 

''I  have  done  my  duty.     It  is  too  late." 


VOL.  II, 


CHAPTER   VII. 

LESLIE    MAKES    A    DECLARATION. 

''  Where  is  Harrv  ?  "  said  Geome  Vine  that 
same  evening,  as  lie  sat  in  his  study,  sur- 
rounded by  his  living  specimens  of  natural 
history,  and  with  the  paper  before  him  that  he 
had  vainly  tried  to  fill. 

"  He  must  be  waiting  about  down  in  the 
town — for  news,"  said  Louise,  looking  up  from 
her  work. 

"  He  ought  to  have  been  here  to  dinner,  my 
dear,"  said  the  naturalist  querulously ;  "  it 
would  have  been  some  comfort.  Tut — tut — 
tut  !  I  cannot  collect  my  thoughts  ;  everything 
seems  to  slip  from  me." 

'*  Then  why  not  leave  it,  dear,  for  the 
present  ?     This  terrible  trouble  has  unhinged 

you." 

She  had  risen  and  gone  to  the  back  of  his 
chair,  to  pass  her  arm  lovingly  about  his  neck, 
and  he  leaned  back,  dropping  his  pen  to  take 
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her  liand  and  play  with  it,  pressing  it  to  his 
lips  from  time  to  time. 

"I  suppose  I  had  better,"  he 'said  sadly; 
"  but  I  am  dreadfully  behindhand — four  letters 
from  the  Society  unanswered.  I  wish  they 
did  not  expect  so  much  from  me,  my  darling." 

"  I  do  not,"  said  Louise,  smiling.  "  AVhy 
should  you  wish  to  be  less  learned  than  you 
are  ?  " 

"  Had  we  not  better  go  on  again  to  Van 
Heldre's  now  ? " 

'•'  I  think  I  would  leave  it  till  quite  the  last 
thing.'' 

'"'Ye — es,"  said  Vine,  hesitating,  "perhaps 
so  ;  but  I  don't  like  it,  my  child.  Van  Heldre 
has  always  been  to  me  like  a  brother,  and  it 
seems  so  strange  and  hard  to  be  almost  driven 
from  his  side.  Doctor's  like  a  tyrant,  and  as 
for  Crampton — there,  wait  till  the  poor  fellow 
is  well  again,  and  if  we  together  do  not  give 
Master  Crampton  a  severe  setting  down  my 
name  is  not  what  it  is." 

"  You  must  forgive  it,  dear  ;  he  is  so  anxious 
about  his  master." 

"  Yes,  yes,  of  course,"  said  Vine  pettishly ; 
"  but  the  man  is  so  insolently  overbearing. 
Really,  my  dear,  if  he  has  been  in  the  habit 
of  behaving  to    Harry  as    he    has  conducted 

F   2 


68  OF   HIGH   DESCENT. 

himself  towards  us,  I   do  not  wonder  at  the 
poor  boy's  mtense  dislike  to  the  office  routine." 
"It   is  not  fair  to  judge   him   now,"  said 
Louise. 

"  No,  my  dear,  I  suppose  not  ;  but  it  is 
very  painful,  when  I  feel  as  if  you  and  I  have 
quite  a  right  in  that  poor  fellow's  bedroom,  to 
be  literally  expelled,  Madelaine  sidiug  with 
the  doctor,  and  poor  Mrs.  Van  Heldre  really 
utterly  broken  down." 

''  We  should  only  make  matters  more  pain- 
ful by  interfering.  Let  us  go  and  ask  how 
Mr.  Van  Heldre  is  about  ten,  and  I  will  get 
Madelaine  to  let  me  sit  up  with  her  and  help." 

"  No,"  said  Vine,  rising  and  pacing  the 
room,  "  I  shall  not  sit  down  quietly.  I  feel 
that  it  is  my  duty  to  insist  upon  being  there. 
I  shall  go  up  at  once." 

"  Wait  till  I  put  on  my  things,  dear." 

*'  No  ;  I  shall  only  go  for  an  hour  now,  and 
I  will  come  back  and  fetch  you  later  on." 

'^  But,  papa  dear  !  " 

"  There,  there,  there  !  don't  be  alarmed,  I 
shall  not  get  out  of  temper  with  Crampton 
now.     That  will  keep." 

"  Then  you  will  go — now  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  he  said  decidedly ;  "  I  cannot  sit 
here." 
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"  But  you  hardly  tasted  your  dinner.  Let 
me  get  you  some  tea  first." 

"  My  dear  child,  I  can  touch  nothing  ;  and 
pray  don't  oppose  me.  I  am  in  such  a  state 
of  nervous  irritation  that  if  you  do  I  am  sure 
I  shall  say  something  unkind,  and  then  I  shall 
be  more  upset  than  1  am  nov^r." 

"  I  am  not  afraid,"  said  Louise,  hanging 
on  his  shoulder  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
kissing  his  wrinkled,  careworn  brow. 

"  Thank  you,  my  darling,  thank  you.  You 
will  not  mind  being  left  ?  Harry  ought  to  be 
here." 

'•'  Oh,  no,  dear ;  but  you  will  come  back 
soon  and  tell  me  all.  Harry  will  be  here 
before  then." 

"  Of  course,  my  dear,  of  course." 

"  And  you  w^ill  give  my  dear  love  to  Made- 
laine,"  Louise  cried,  as  her  father  moved  away 
from  the  door. 

He  nodded,  and  with  bended  head  went  off 
down  the  path,  while,  after  watching  till  he 
had  disappeared,  Louise  stood  gazing  out  to 
sea,  as  the  evening  began  to  close  in,  and  a 
soft,  melancholy  breeze  came  whispering  among 
the  trees. 

She  could  not  tell  why  it  was,  but  every- 
thing seemed  to  wear  a  different  aspect,  and 
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a  profound  sense  of  dejection  came  upon  her, 
which  brought  the  tears  to  her  eyes. 

Where  could  Harry  be  ?  It  was  hours 
since  she  had  seen  him,  and  as  she  felt  how 
much  she  required  help  and  counsel  at  that 
time ;  her  thoughts  strayed  to  Duncan  Leslie, 
and  she  looked  across  an  intervening  depres- 
sion to  the  steep  cliff-path,  which  led  up  past 
Uncle  Luke's  den  to  the  Mine  House,  where  a 
faint  light  twinkled,  and  away  beyond,  like  a 
giant  finger  pointing  upward,  the  great  chimney 
shaft  towered. 

She  stood  gazing  at  that  faint  light  for  some 
minutes,  with  her  eyes  growing  dim,  and  the 
troubled  feelings  which  had  often  assailed  her 
in  secret  increasino;  till,  with  cheeks  burninsr 
and  an  angry  ejaculation,  she  turned  into  the 
house,  where  she  fetched  her  work  from  the 
study,  and  was  soon  after  seated  by  the  window 
trying  to  sew.  At  the  end  of  a  few  minutes 
she  rose  and  rang  for  the  lamj),  which  was 
brought  in  by  the  cook. 

"  Where's  Liza  ? "  said  Louise. 

"  Gone  down  into  the  town,  ma'am,"  said 
the  cook,  looking  at  her  uneasily. 

"  What  for  ?     She  did  not  ask  leave." 

"  She  said  she  would  not  be  long,  ma'am," 
said  the  woman  evasively. 
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'•'  Tell  lier  to  bring  iu  the  tea  the  moment 
my  father  returns.     Let  everything  be  ready." 

''  Yes,  ma'am." 

The  woman  hurried  out,  and  Louise  sat 
gazing  at  the  door,  thinking  that  the  woman's 
manner  was  strange. 

•'•  I  am  upset,"'  she  said  with  a  sigh,  "  and 
that  makes  things  seem  different." 

She  had  been  dreaming  over  her  work  for 
a  few  minutes  when  she  started,  for  she  heard 
voices  talking  loudly.  She  sat  up  in  her  chair 
T^dth  her  senses  on  the  strain,  tremblino^  lest 
there  should  be  bad  news  from  the  Van 
Heldres'.  She  was  not  kept  long  in  suspense, 
for  there  was  a  quick  step  in  the  hall,  a  sharp 
rap  at  the  door,  and  Liza  entered,  scarlet  with 
excitement  and  exertion,  her  shawl  over  one 
arm.  her  hat  hanging  by  its  strings  from  the 
other. 

'•Liza!" 

"  Yes,  miss,  it's  me.  Can  I  speak  to  you  a 
minute  ? " 

•''  Have  vou  brought  news  from  Mr.  Van 
Heldre's  ?  '' 

'■'  "Which  I  have,  miss,  and  I  haven't." 

'■'  How  is  he  ?  "  cried  Louise,  paying  no  heed 
to  Liza's  paradoxical  declaration. 

''  Xo  better,   and    no  worse,   miss  ;    but  it 


72  OF   HIGH    DESCENT. 

wasn't  about  tliat.  I  leaves  you  this  day 
month,  miss  ;  and  as  much  sooner  as  you  can 
suit  yourself." 

''  Very  well,  Liza.     That  will  do." 

"No,  miss!"  cried  the  girl  excitedly,  "it 
won't  do.  'Cusing  people  o'  being  thiefs  when 
it  was  nothing  but  a  bit  of  a  bundle  o'  old  rags 
and  things  I  saved,  as  might  ha'  been  burnt, 
and  they  bought  'em  of  me,  and  I  bought  the 
ribbons  o'  them." 

"I  do  not  wish  to  hear  any  more  about  that 
transaction,  Liza  ;  but  I  am  glad  to  hear  you 
can  explain  it  away.  You  should  have  been 
frank  at  first." 

"  So  ought  other  people,  miss,  if  you'll 
excuse  me ;  and  not  go  taking  away  a  poor 
servant's  character  by  alluding  to  money  left 
on  no  chimley-pieces  as  I  never  took." 

"  Liza  ! " 

"  Yes,  miss  ;  I  know,  and  thinking  o'  send- 
ing for  the  police." 

"  I  had  too  much  feeling  for  you,  Liza,  and 
for  your  future  character.  I  did  not  even 
send  you  away." 

"  I  should  think  not  indeed,  miss.  Mother 
and  me's  as  honest  as  the  day ;  and  if  you 
want  police,  send  for  'em  for  them  as  has  been 
picking  and  stealing." 


LESLIE    MAKES    A    DECLARATION.  73 

^'  My  good  girl,  what  do  yoii  mean  ?  " 
"  Oh,  you  don't  know  o'  course,  miss ;  but 
you  very  soon  will.  And  him  with  his  fine 
airs,  and  his  boots  never  shiny  enough.  He'll 
find  out  the  difference  now ;  and  as  to  me 
stavino-  in  a  home  like  this  where  one  of  us  is 

o 

a  thief,  I've  got  my  character  to  look  after, 
and " 

There  was  a  sharp  knock  and  ring,  and  from 
force  of  habit,  Liza  turned. 

"  In  a  month,  miss,  if  you  please ;  and  now 
you're  going  to  hear  what  come  an  hour  ago, 
and  is  all  over  the  town  by  now." 

Louise  caught  at  the  table  to  steady 
herself,  and  her  lips  parted  to  question  the 
girl,  but  she  had  hurried  out  of  the  room. 
The  door  was  opened,  a  deep  male  voice 
was  heard,  and  directly  after  Duncan  Leslie 
hurried  in. 

"  It  is  no  time  for  ceremony,"  he  gasped, 
breathlessly.     "  AYhere  is  your  father  ?  " 

"  At — Mr.  Van  Heldre's,"  panted  Louise, 
as  she  turned  to  him  with  extended  hands. 
"]\Ir.  Leslie,  pray — pray  tell  me — what  is 
wrong  J 

''  Tell  you  ?  "  he  cried,  catching  her  almost 
in  his  arms,  and  holding  her  firmly  ;  and 
his  voice  sounded   deep,  hoarse,  and   full  of 
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commiseration.  "  How  am  I  to  dare  to  tell 
you,  Louise  ? " 

"  Mr.  Leslie  !  " 

She  half  struggled  from  him,  but  he  retained 
her  hands. 

"  Tell  me,"  he  cried  ;  ''  what  shall  I  say  ? 
Am  I  to  speak  out  ?  " 

"  Yes,  quick  !     You  torture  me." 

"  Torture  you,  whom  I  would  die  to  save 
from  pain  !  " 

She  trembled  and  flushed,  and  turned  pale 
by  turns. 

"I  must  tell  you,"  he  said;  "there  is  no 
time  to  spare.  I  have — try  and  bear  it,  my 
child,  like  the  true,  brave  heart  you  are.  Your 
brother " 

"  Yes  ;  quick  !  what  do  you  mean  ?  '^ 

Leslie  stood  looking  at  her  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, his  mind  dragged  two  ways,  and 
shrinking  from  giving  his  news  as  he  gazed 
into  her  dilated  eyes. 

"  Why  do  you  not  speak  ?  "  she  said  passion- 
ately. "Do  you  not  see  the  pain  you  give 
me  i 

"I  must  speak,"  he  groaned.  "  AVhere  is 
your  brother  ?  There  is  a  horrible  rumour  in 
the  town.     Mr.  Crampton " 

"  Crampton ! " 
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"Accuses  your  brother  of  having  robbed 
and  struck  dou'n  Mr.  Van  Heldre." 

"  It  is  a  lie  ! "'  she  cried  fiercely,  as  she 
snatched  away  her  hands,  gazing  at  him  with 
flashing  eyes  and  burning  cheeks.  "  My 
brother  a  thief — almost  a  murderer  !     Oh  ! '' 

'■'  It  cannot  be  true,"  said  Leslie  ;  "  but " 

'•'  Weak  and  reckless  and  foolish  ;  but — 
oh,  why  have  you  come  up  to  say  these 
thincrs  ?^" 

o 

"  Because  I  love  you  ! "  he  cried  passion- 
ately ;  and  he  caught  her  hands  in  his,  and 
held  them  tio'htlv.  "  Because  I  knew  that 
the  horrible  charge  must  soon  reach  your 
ears,  and  that  it  would  be  better  that  it 
should  come  from  me — when  you  were  in 
trouble — when  you  wanted  help." 

'•  It  is  not  true — it  is  not  true  I  "  cried 
Louise,  excitedly. 

"  Where  is  he  ?  Let  me  see  him.  I  may 
be  able  to  advise  and  help.  Louise,  dear 
Louise,  let  this  terrible  time  of  trial  be  that 
which  brings  us  together.  Let  me  prove  to 
you  how  I  love  you  by  being  your  counsellor, 
your  aid  in  this  time  of  need." 

She  heard  his  words,  uttered  with  an 
earnestness  which  told  their  truth  ;  but  their 
efiect  vras  merely  to  arouse   her  indignation. 
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How  dared  lie  take  advantage  of  lier  agony 
and  weakness  at  a  time  like  this,  and  insult 
her  with  his  professions  !     It  was  an  outrage. 

"  Don't  shrink  from  me,"  he  whispered.  "  I 
will  say  no  more  now.  Forgive  my  clumsy 
blundering  out  of  the  words  I  ha.ve  for  months 
been  longing  to  speak.  Only  let  me  feel  that 
you  understand  me — that  I  may  love  ;  and 
then  you  will  turn  to  me  for  help  in  this  time 
of  trouble." 

For  answer  she  pointed  to  the  door. 

"  It  is  false,"  she  cried ;  ''  my  brother  a 
common  thief ! " 

"  It  must  be  false,"  he  echoed,  against  his 
own  belief ;  "but  the  charge  has  been  made, 
and  he  must  be  warned  in  time." 

"  Warned  in  time  ?  "  she  cried.  "  And  you, 
who  profess  to  be  our  friend,  stood  by  and 
heard  this  charge  made,  and  did  not  strike 
down  the  villain  who  made  it." 

''  Miss  Vine — Louise,  you  are  hasty.  The 
shock  I  know  is  terrible,  but  we  must  be 
prepared  to  meet  it.  He  must  not  be  taken 
unawares." 

"  My  brother  can  meet  such  a  charge  as  a 
gentleman  should.  It  is  not  the  first  time 
that  so  foul  an  attack  has  been  made  against 
an  innocent  man." 
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"  You  are  too  hard  upon  me,"  he  pleaded. 
"  How  could  I,  loving  you  as  I  do " 

"  Loving !  "  she  cried,  scornfully. 

'•'  What  have  1  done  ?  "  he  groaned.  "  I 
ran  up  here  directly  to  try  and  be  of  service. 
In  my  excitement,  I  spoke  words  that  I  should 
have  kept  back  for  a  time,  but  they  would 
have  vent,  and —  Xo,  I  am  not  ashamed  of 
what  I  have  said,"  he  cried,  drawing  himself 
up.  ''  Louise  Vine,  I  love  you,  and  I  must 
help  you  and  your  brother  in  this  terrible 
strait." 

"  Then  go  back  to  the  towai,  and  tell  all 
who  have  dared  to  say  my  brother  committed 
this  crime  that  w^hat  they  say  is  false,  and  that 
his  father,  his  sister  will  prove  his  innocence. 
Go!" 

"  Yes,  go ! "  said  a  shrill,  harsh  voice. 
*'  Louise,  go  to  your  room  and  let  me  s|)eak 
to  this  man." 

"  Aunt,  you  have  heard  ? " 

"  Yes,  from  the  servants.  And  I  heard 
his  last  insultino-  words.  Go  to  vour  room, 
child." 

She  threw  open  the  door,  and,  accustomed 
to  obey  from  her  childhood,  Louise  moved 
slowly  towards  the  hall ;  but  as  she  turned 
slightly  to  dart  a  last  indignant  look  at  the 
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man  who  had  set  her  heart  beating  wildly  as 
he  at  the  same  time  roused  her  indignation, 
she  saw  such  a  look  of  agony  that  her  courage 
failed,  a  strange  sense  of  pity  stole  through 
her,  and  she  stepped  back  and  took  her  aunt's 
arm. 

*'  Hush,  aunt  dear,"  she  said,  "  there  is  no 
need  to  say  more.  Mr.  Leslie  has  made  a 
great  mistake  in  bringing  up  that  cruel  report, 
and  he  will  go  now  and  contradict  it  for  my 
brother's  sake." 

"  And  apologize  for  his  insult,"  cried  Aunt 
Marguerite  fiercely.  "  Child,  I  bade  you  go 
to  your  room." 

''Yes,  aunt,  I  am  going." 

"  I  must  speak  to  this  man  alone." 

"  Aunt,  dear — " 

"Pray  go,  Miss  Vine,"  said  Leslie,  approach- 
ingj  and  takinor  her  hand. 

She  yielded,  and  he  led  her  to  the  door. 

"  Nothing  your  aunt  can  say  will  change 
my  feelings  towards  you.  When  you  are  calm 
you  will  forgive  me.  Believe  me,  I  will  do 
everything  to  clear  your  brother  from  this 
charge." 

She  looked  at  him  wildly,  and  still  hesitated 
to  obey  her  aunt's  w^ords.  Finally,  she  gave 
way,  Leslie  held  the  door  open  till  she  was  on 


LESLIE    ^]AKES    A    DECLAEATIOX.  79 

the  stairs,  and  then  closed  it,  his  manner 
completely  changing  as  he  turned  and  faced 
Aunt  Marguerite,  who  stood  with  her  head 
throw^n  l3ack,  and  an  indignant  look  of  anger 
in  her  keen  eyes. 

''  So,  sir,"  she  exclaimed,  '*  you  in  your 
common  ignorance  of  everything  connected 
with  the  social  life  of  such  a  family  as  ours, 
dare  to  come  up  as  a  tale-bearer — as  one  of 
our  servants  did  a  few  minutes  back — and  tell 
this  pitiful  story  about  my  nephew." 

"  I  grieved  greatly,  Miss  Vine,"  said  Leslie 
in  quiet  business-like  tones. 

"  You  grieved  !  "  she  cried.  "  A  theft !  Do 
you  know  that  a  Des  Vignes  would  prefer 
death  to  dishonour  ?  " 

"  No,  madam ;  but  I  am  very  glad  to  hear 
it,  for  that  being  the  case  Henry  Vine  must 
be  innocent." 

"  Innocent !  "  she  cried  scornfully.  ''  My 
nepjhew  Henri !  As  if  it  could  be  for  a 
moment  in  doubt !  " 

"  I  shall  strive  hard  to  help  Mr.  Vine,  your 
brother,  to  clear  him  from  this  disgrace." 

"  Diso-race,  sir  ?  It  is  no  diso^race.  If  the 
canaille  cast  mud  at  one  of  noble  lineage,  does 
it  disorrace  him  ?  No.  The  diso-race  is  where 
some  plebeian — some  trading  j^erson — is  mad 
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enough  to  advance  his  pretensions,  and  dares 
to  address  a  lady  as  I  heard  you  address  my 
niece.  Let  me  see,  sir,  did  I  not  once  give 
you  to  understand  that  Miss  Louise  des 
Vignes  would  in  all  probability  be  soon 
married  to  a  gentleman  of  Auvergne — a 
gentleman  whose  lineage  is  as  noble  as  her 
own  J 

"  I  did  understand  something  of  the  kind, 
madam,  but  until  I  see  Miss  liOuise  Vine 
another's  wife  I  shall  boldly  advance  my 
pretensions,  hoping  to  the  last." 

"  Even  supposing  that  her  brother  has 
committed  some  faucV  pas  ?  " 

"  That  would  be  the  greater  inducement  to 
me  to  stand  by  her  in  her  time  of  need." 

"  Most  gratifying,  I  am  sure,  Mr.  Leslie, 
and  highly  creditable  to  one  of  your  nation- 
ality," said  Aunt  Marguerite  sneeringly,  as  she 
raised  her  glass  to  her  eye,  and  gazed  at  him 
in  an  amused  way.  "  Now  may  I  ask  you  to 
leave  me  ?  My  brother  and  my  nephew  are 
from  home,  and  I  cannot  entertain  you  as  I 
am  sure  you  would  wish.  Good  evening,  Mr. 
Leslie — good  evening." 

She  bowed  him  out  with  a  sneering  smile 
upon  her  thin  lips,  and  Leslie  hurried  back 
towards  the  town. 
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"  A^^lat  shall  I  do  ?  "  he  muttered.  "  Oh, 
that  sneering;  old  woman,  how  she  does  raise 
one's  o;all !  Poor  Louise  !  she  did  look  more 
gentle  toward  the  last ;  and  I  don't  believe 
in  the  Frenchman  of  orreat  lineag^e.  If  there 
is  one,  let's  do  battle  as  they  did  of  old,  if  he 
likes.  What  a  fool  I  was  to  speak  as  I  did 
just  when  she  was  so  full  of  trouble  !  I  must 
have  been  mad — a  declaration  of  love,  and  an 
announcement  that  the  poor  girl's  brother  was 
in  trouble.  The  young  idiot !  The  scoundrel ! 
How  I  should  like  to  have  his  drilliDo;  for  the 
next  five  years  !  What  shall  I  do  ?  I  must 
help  him.  It's  true  enough,  I'm  afraid ;  and 
he  must  have  the  best  legal  help.  If  I  had 
only  some  one  to  consult  with.  Van  Heldre 
would  have  been  the  man." 

There  was  a  pause  as  the  young  man 
thought  deeply  of  what  steps  he  ought  to 
take  next. 

"  Yes,  with  all  his  sham  cynicism  and  silly 
whims,  the  old  man  is  shrewd,  and  can  help 
when  he  likes.     Uncle  Luke  !  " 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 
A  beother's   appeal. 

Louise  Vine  stood  trembling;  in  her  own 
room,  listening  till  she  heard  the  door  close, 
and  Duncan  Leslie's  step  on  the  gravel.  Hei 
agitation  was  terrible,  and  in  place  of  being 
clear-headed  and  ready  to  act  in  this  emer- 
gency, she  felt  as  if  her  brain  was  in  a  turmoil 
of  contending  emotions.  Indignation  on  her 
brother's  behalf,  anger  against  Leslie  for  his 
announcement,  and  another  form  of  anger 
which  she  could  not  define,  strugo-led  with  a 
desire  to  go  to  her  brother's  help,  and  at  last 
she  placed  her  hands  to  her  head  and  pressed 
them  there. 

''  What  shall  I  do  ?  "  she  panted. 

"  Louise,  Louise,  my  child  ! " 

It  was  Aunt  Marguerite's  voice,  and  there 
was  a  sharp  tapping  on  the  panel  of  the  door 
after  the  handle  had  been  turned. 

*' Louise,  my  child,  unlock  this  door." 

She   made   no   reply,   but   stood   with   her 
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liaods  clasped  together,  listening  to  tlie  sharp 
voice  and  the  quick  tapping  repeated  on  the 
panel.  Both  ceased  after  a  few  minutes,  and 
Aunt  Marguerite's  door  was  heard  to  close 
loudly. 

"  I  could  not  talk  to  her  now,"  muttered  the 
girl.  •''  She  makes  me  so  angry.  She  was  so 
insulting  to  Mr.  Leslie.  But  he  deserved  it," 
she  said  aloud,  with  her  cheeks  burning  once 
more,  audher  eyes  flashing,  as  she  drew  herself 
up.  "  My  brother — a  common  thief — the  man 
who  injured  Mr.  Van  Heldre  !    It  is  not  true." 

She  started  violently  and  began  to  tremble, 
for  there  was  a  sharp  pattering  on  her  window- 
panes,  as  if  some  one  had  thrown  a  few  small 
shot.  Would  Duncan  Leslie  dare  to  summon 
her  like  that  ?  The  pattering  was  repeated, 
and  she  went  cautiously  to  the  window,  to 
make  out  in  the  gloom  a  figure  that  certainly 
w^as  not  that  of  Leslie. 

She  opened  the  casement  with  nervous 
anxiety  now. 

"Asleep?"  cried  a  hasty  voice.  "There, 
stand  aside — I'm  coming  up." 

There  was  a  rustling  noise — a  sharp  crack 
or  two,  a  hand  was  thrown  over  the  win- 
dow-sill, and,  panting  with  exertion,  Harry 
clambered  in. 

G    2 
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*'  Harry  !  "  cried  Louise  in  alarm,  for  his  acts, 
his  furtive  way  of  coming  to  the  house,  and  his 
manifest  agitation  did  not  suggest  innocence. 

"  Hush  !  Don't  talk  aloud.  Where's  the 
governor  ? " 

"Father  is  at  Mr.  Van  Heldre's." 

Harry  drew  in  a  quick  spasmodic  breath. 

"  And  Aunt  Marguerite  ? " 

"  In  her  room.     But,  Harry  !  " 

"  Be  quiet.  Don't  talk.  Let  me  get  my 
breath." 

Louise  stood  before  him  with  her  hands 
clasped,  and  a  flow  of  agonizing  thoughts 
seeming  to  sweep  her  reason  away.  All  was 
confusion,  but  above  the  flood  there  was  one 
thing  to  which  she  clung — Harry  was  inno- 
cent. In  spite  of  everything  in  the  way  of 
appearance,  he  was  innocent ;  nothing  should 
turn  her  from  that. 

"  Well,"  he  said  suddenly,  "  haven't  you 
anything  to  say  ? " 

There  was  a  savage  vindictive  tone  in  his 
voice  which  startled  her  more  than  his  previous 
threatening  way. 

"Yes;  where  have  you  been  ?  Why  do  you 
come  back  like  this  ? " 

"Where  have  I  been?  Up  on  the  cliffs, 
wandering  about  among  the  rocks,  and  hiding 


A    BROTHER  S    APPEAL.  8  0 

till  it  grew  dark  and  I  could  come  home.  And 
why  did  I  come  home  like  this  ?  You  know. 
Of  course  you  have  heard." 

''  Mr.  Leslie  came,  and "' 

'•'  Mr.  Leslie  !  "  cried  Harry  with  a  mocking 
laugh.     •'  Save  us  from  our  friends." 

Louise's  sympathy  swung  round  on  the 
instant  to  the  side  of  the  attacked ;  and, 
hardly  knowing  what  she  said — 

•'•'Mr.  Leslie  came  to  bear  some  terrible 
news,  and  to  offer  to  help  you." 

"  To  lielp  me  !  "  cried  Harry,  with  the  eager- 
ness of  him  who  catches  at  straws.  "And  you 
— what  did  you  say  ?  " 

'•'  I  said  the  information  was  false — a  miser- 
able invention.  And  I  repeat  it.  Harry,  it 
is  not  true  ?  " 

He  made  no  reply  for  a  few  moments,  while, 
sobbing  and  terrified,  Louise  clung  to  him. 

"  Harry,"  she  said  excitedly,  "  why  do  you 
not  speak  ? " 

'■'  Don't  talk  to  me,"  he  said  hoarsely,  "  I'm 
thinking." 

*'  But,  Harry,  I  laugh  at  Aunt  Marguerite's 
follies  about  descent  and  our  degradation ; 
but  it  is  your  duty  to  make  a  stand  for  our 
father's  sake.  Who  has  dared  to  accuse  you 
of  aU  this  ?  " 
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"Don't  talk  to  me,"  he  said  in  an  angry 
whisper,  as  he  ran  to  the  window  and  listened, 
crossing  the  room  directly  after  to  try  the  door. 

Louise  gazed  at  him  in  a  horrified  way,  and 
her  heart  sank  down,  down,  as  her  brother's 
acts  suggested  the  possibility  of  his  guilt. 
Then,  like  a  flash  of  light,  a  thought  irradiated 
her  darkening  soul,  and  she  caught  her  brother's 
arm. 

"I  know  !  "  she  cried. 

"  You — you  know  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  see  it  all  now;  and  why  this  charge 
has  been  made.     It  was  Mr.  Pradelle." 

"  Pradelle  ! " 

"And  that  is  why  he  left  so  suddenly. 
Harry,  my  poor  brother  ! " 

"  Let  Pradelle  be,"  he  said  huskily.  "  I'm 
not  going  to  hide  behind  another  man." 

"  Oh  !     But,  Harry  ! " 

"  Look  here,"  he  said  uneasily ;  "  I  want 
your  help,  and  you  do  nothing  but  talk." 

"  I  will  be  silent ;  but  tell  me  it  is  not  true." 

"  Do  you  want  me  to  make  matters  worse 
by  telling  some  paltry  lie  ?  "  he  said.  "  Yes  ; 
it  is  true." 

"  Harry  ! " 

"  No  :  not  all  true.  I  did  not  steal  that 
money." 
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"  Ah  ! ''  ejaculated  Louise  ;  and  she  reeled 
to  her  bed,  and  would  have  fallen  but  for  the 
post  she  grasped. 

'•'  I've  no  time  to  explain,  but  you  must 
know.  Yes ;  I  did  knock  old  Van  Heldre 
down." 

•'  Harry  !  "  she  groaned. 

"  And  Crampton  saw  me  come  away ;  he  has 
sent  for  the  London  police  ;  and,  unless  I  can 
get  off,  I  shall  be  taken  and  tried." 

Louise  literally  tottered  towards  him. 

"Xo,  no,"  he  said  angrily.  "You  are  going 
to  talk  and  preach.  Y^ou  don't  want  to  see  me 
discrracinor  you  all  bv  beinor  cast  in  2^aol  ?" 

DisoTacino'   them  !      Louise's  first    thoug;ht 

CO  o 

was  of  Duncan  Leslie,  and  a  pang  of  agony 
shot  through  her.  How  could  she  ever  look 
him  in  the  face  again  ?  A  chill  that  seemed 
to  paralyze  shot  through  her.  The  hope  that 
she  had  nursed  was  cast  out,  and  her  brother's 
word  seemed  to  open  out  a  future  so  desolate 
and  blank  that  she  turned  upon  him  angrily. 

'•'  Harry  !  "  she  cried,  "  this  is  not — cannot 
be  true."  He  paid  no  heed  to  her  Tvords,  but 
stood  biting  his  nails,  evidently  thinking,  and 
at  last  he  turned  upon  her  like  one  at  bay,  as 
she  said,  after  a  painful  pause,  "  You  do  not 
answer.     Am    I    to  believe   all  this  ?     Xo,  I 


88  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

cannot — will  not  believe  it,  Harry.  It  can't 
— it  can't  be  true." 

*'Yes,"  lie  said,  as  if  waking  from  a  dream. 
"  One  of  the  lads  would  take  me  over  in  his 
lugger.  St.  Malo ;  that  would  do.  Louie , 
what  money  have  you  ?  " 

"  Then  it  is  true  ?  "  she  said. 

"  True  ?     Yes  ;  it's  true  enough." 

"Then  you — oh,  Harry,  for  pity's  sake — 
Harry  ! " 

She  burst  into  a  wild  fit  of  sobbing^. 

"  That's  right,"  he  cried  savagely.  "  I  came 
to  you  for  help  and  you  go  into  hysterics. 
There,  unlock  that  door,  and  get  me  something 
to  eat,  and  while  I'm  enjoying  myself,  you  can 
send  Liza  for  the  police." 

"  Harry  ! " 

"  Then  why  don't  you  act  like  a  sensible 
girl  ?  Listen  ;  nobody  must  know  that  I  have 
been  here  ;  not  even  the  governor.  I'm  going 
to  steal  down  to  the  harbour  by  and  by  ;  and 
I  shall  get  Joe  Lennen  or  Dick  Paul  to  take 
me  over  to  France.  If  I  stay  here  I  shall  be 
arrested,  and  disgrace  you  all.  There  never 
was  such  an  unlucky  fellow  as  I  am.  Here, 
once  more,  what  money  have  you  ? " 

''Very  little,  Harry,"  she  said;  "about  three 
sovereigns." 
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•'•  Has  aunt  any  ?  Xo  ;  she  must  not  know 
that  I'm  ht^re.  Louie,  you  must  let  me  have 
your  watch." 

"Yes,  Harry,"  she  said,  as  she  stood  before 
him,  cold  and  strivingr  hard  to  master  her 
emotion  as  a  mute  feeling  of  despair  attacked 
her. 

•'■  And  you'll  help  me,  won't  you  ? " 

'■'  Yes.  Harry,"  she  said,  in  the  same  cold 
mechanical  way. 

"  Let  me  have  your  chain  and  rings,  and 
any  other  trinket  that  will  fetch  money.  Must 
have  something  to  live  upon  till  this  trouble 
has  blown  over.  You  see  I  am  penniless ;  I 
am  not  a  thief.  I  shall  soon  oret  rio-ht  ag^ain, 
and  you  shall  have  all  these  things  a  dozen 
times  over."  She  suppressed  a  sigh.  "  Be 
Cjuick  then — there's  a  good  girl !  I've  no  time 
to  waste." 

Louise  moved  across  the  room  to  the 
drawers,  and  took  from  the  top  a  small  rose- 
wood box,  which  she  placed  upon  the  table. 
Then  takino-  her  watch  from  her  waist,  she 
was  in  the  act  of  unfastening  the  chain,  when 
there  was  the  sound  of  a  closing  door  below, 
and  her  father's  voice,  sounding  loud  and 
excited,  as  it  called  her  by  name. 
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IN    DEFENCE    OF    HIS    YOUNG. 

"  Louise  !  Where  is  Louise  ?  "  The  step 
on  the  stairs  sounded  like  that  of  a  younger 
man ;  and  as  the  door  was  tried,  Harry  had 
reached  the  window,  from  whence  he  was 
about  to  climb,  when  he  fancied  he  saw  some 
one  below,  and  he  hastily  closed  the  casement, 
and  drew  back  trembling.  "  Louise !  open 
this  door." 

"  No,  no,"  whispered  Harry.  "  He  must  not 
know  I  am  here." 

"  Not  know  ?  " 

"  x\m  I  to  break  this  door  ?  "  was  thundered 
from  the  other  side. 

Harry  glanced  once  more  at  the  window. 
It  was  fancy.  No  one  was  below  now  that 
he  could  see;  and  he  was  in  the  act  of  un- 
fastening it  when  there  was  a  crash,  the  door 
Hew  open,  and  his  father  strode  into  the  room. 
It  did  not  seem  to  be  the  same  man,  and  Harry 
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shrank  from  the  fierce,  erect,  angry  figure  which 
approached. 

'•  As  I  mio-ht  have  cruessed.  You  coward  ! 
&'o  you  would  strip  your  sister  of  what  money 
and  jewels  she  has  and  then  escape  ! "  Harry 
stood  before  him  silent  and  with  his  head 
averted.  "  You  did  not  counsel  this  flight, 
Louise  ? " 

'•No,  father,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice  full 
of  pain ;  and  she  looked  from  one  to  the  other, 
as  if  mentally  stunned,  and  unable  to  realize 
the  force  of  all  that  was  taking  place. 

•''  I  thought  not.  You  abject,  miserable 
wretch  ! " 

Harry  started,  and  gazed  half  in  fear,  half 
in  wonder,  at  the  stern,  commanding  figure 
before  him. 

"  It — it  was  to  save  you  all  from  disgrace." 

Vine  burst  into  a  discordant  laugh. 

"  From  diso-race — to  save  us  from  dis^Tace  ? 
And  is  this  part  of  your  childish  aunt's 
teaching^  ? " 

"  Father  !  Pray  !  "  whispered  Louise,  rous- 
ing herself  and  clinging  to  his  arm. 

"  Silence,  my  child  !  "  he  cried.  ''  I  am  not 
angry  with  you.  I  blame  myself.  Weak  and 
indulorent.  Tolerating^  that  foolish  woman's 
whims,  that  her  old  age  might  pass  peacefully 
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away,  I  have  allowed  all  her  follies  to  go  on  ; 
but  1  did  not  believe  these  seeds  could  strike 
so  deep  a  root.  To  save  us  from  disgrace  ! 
So  this  is  being  the  aristocratic  gentleman  of 
French  descent !  The  man  who  would  prefer 
death  to  dishonour — the  man  who  scorns  to 
sully  his  hands  by  embarking  in  some  honest 
trade  !  And  I,  wrapped  in  my  pursuits,  riding 
my  weak  hobby,  have  let  things  go  on  till  they 
have  ended  thus  !  " 

"  But,  father,  think  !     Be  merciful." 

"  Think  ?  I  dare  not,  girl.  Merciful  ?  No. 
He  is  no  longer  my  son.  We  must  bear  the 
disgrace  as  best  we  can  ;  hide  our  shame  else- 
where. You  and  I,  father  and  sister  of  a 
miserable  convict,  who  in  the  pursuit  of  money 
and  title  could  stoop  to  rob." 

"  No,  no,  father  ;  not  rob." 

"  Scoundrel  !  don't  speak,  or  I  may  forget 
myself,  and  strike  you  down  as  you  struck 
down  your  benefactor,  the  man  who  stretched 
out  his  hand  to  save  you  from  the  ruin  that 
dogged  your  heels." 

*'  It  was  a  miserable  accident,  father.  I  did 
not  steal." 

"  Bah  !  Lies  come  easily  to  such  as  you  ; 
but  I  have  no  words  to  waste,  there  is  no  time 
for  that." 
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"  Xo,  fiitlier  ;  quick,  before  it  is  too  late," 
whispered  Louise.  "  Let  liim  go ;  let  him 
escape  to  France — to  repent,  father.  He  is 
your  son." 

"  Xo.  I  disown  him.  And  you  counsel  this 
—you,  girl  ? " 

"  Yes,  father,  you  will  spare  him,"  sobbed 
Louise  ;  "  he  is  my  brother." 

"  He  has  broken  those  ties  ;  neither  son  nor 
brother  to  us,  my  child.  He  has  blasted  your 
future  by  branding  you  as  a  convict's  sister, 
and  embittered  the  few  yecirs  left  to  me,  so 
that  I  would  gladly  end  them  now." 

"  Father ! " 

"  Husb,  my  child  !  I  am  rightly  punished 
for  my  weakness.  I  hoped  that  he  would 
change.  I  was  not  blind,  only  patient,  for  I 
said  that  these  follies  would  soon  pass,  and 
now  I  am  awakened  to  this.  My  son  in  the 
hands  of  the  police  ! "  he  laughed  in  a  wild, 
discordant  tone.  "  Monsieur  Le  Comte  des 
Vignes,  I  must  have  been  mad." 

"  Go  on  !  "  said  Harry,  fiercely.  ''  Trample 
me  down.  There,  let  me  pass.  Better  in  the 
hands  of  the  police  than  here." 

'•'  Xo,  no  !  "  cried  Louise  excitedly.  "  Father, 
he  must  escape.  It  is  one  great  horror,  do 
not  make  it  worse  by  letting  him  go  there." 
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''  Worse,  girl  ?  there  is  no  worse  !  "  cried 
Vine,  sternly.  "  I  thank  my  God  that  we 
are  living  in  a  land  where  stern  good  laws  are 
pre-eminent,  and  where  justice  rules  with  un- 
swerving hand.    You  know  not  what  you  say." 

*'  Yes,  father — dearest  father,  help  him  to  go 
and  repent  the  evil  he  has  done." 

"  Go  and  repent  ?  Yes,  that  is  the  only 
hope ;  but  it  shall  be  as  the  honest  repentant 
man,  ready  to  acknowledge  and  bear  the 
punishment  of  his  crime." 

''  Father  ! " 

''  Yes  ;  look  at  him  —  look  at  the  base, 
cowering  wretch,  ready  to  go  and  hide  his  face 
in  any  shelter  to  escape  the  fate  he  has  earned  ! 
Look  at  his  guilty  conscience,  branding  him 
even  now  !     And  you  say,  let  him  go  !  " 

"  Yes,  father.     What  could  I  say  ?  " 

^'  Nothing  !  "  cried  Harry,  turning  round, 
as  the  trampled  worm  turns  beneath  the  boot 
that  crushes  it  into  the  earth.  ''  It  is  true  ; 
I  struck  poor  old  Van  Heldre  down  ;  but 
wdiatever  I  may  have  thought  before,  I  did  not 
go  to  steal  that  money.  I  did  not  steal  it. 
And  now  what  do  you  want  me  to  do  ?  " 

"  Go  :  act  as  a  man  who  claims  such  descent 
as  ours  should  do,  in  the  country  which  opened 
to  him  its  arms,  and  whose  laws  he  has  trans- 
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gressed.  The  police  are  here  from  London. 
Go  and  give  yourself  up  ;  suffer  your  punish- 
ment as  one  Tsdio  would  atone,  and  years  hence 
in  the  future,  when  you  are  freed,  come  to 
me  and  ask  my  pardon — kneeling  humbly  by 
my  grave." 

"  Father !  " 

"No  more.  The  way  is  open  now.  Go 
at  once,  before  you  are  dragged  through  the 
streets  handcuffed  like  some  common  felon. 
To  save  us  from  disgrace  you  say — that  is  the 
only  way." 

He  stood  erect,  with  his  eyes  flashing,  knit 
brows,  and  nostrils  quivering,  pointing  to  the 
door,  while  with  his  left  arm  he  supported 
Louise,  whose  face  gazed  wildly  into  his,  no 
mean  representative  of  that  Haute  Noblesse 
which  had  sought  refuge  here  when  persecution 
drove  them  from  their  land. 

"  Father  !  Harry  !  "  cried  Louise,  but  only 
the  latter  spoke. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  drawing  himself  up.  ''  You 
are  rioht,  I'll  £[o." 

He  strode  quickly  toward  the  door ;  but 
before  he  reached  it,  Liza  threw  it  back. 

*'  Miss  Louise,"  she  cried,  ''  the  police  !  " 

"With  hasty  stride  the  old  man  rushed  to  the 
door  and  thrust  it  to. 
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"  Oh  !  "  he  gasped,  and  then  after  a  pause 
there  was  one  low,  hoarse  appeal  to  heaven  for 
aid, '^ My  God!" 

The  adjuration  spoke  volumes,  and  for  a 
few  moments  the  old  man  stood  there  as  if 
in  a  cataleptic  state.  Then  a  change  came 
over  him,  his  pale  face  flushed,  the  veins  in 
his  forehead  stood  out  and  throbbed,  and  he 
dashed  to  his  son. 

"  Quick,  Harry  !     France  !  " 

As  he  spoke  Harry  broke  from  him  and 
dashed  to  the  window,  threw  it  open,  and  was 
about  to  spring  out,  but  he  drew  back.  There 
was  no  fancy  this  time  ;  two  policemen  could 
be  dimly  seen  below. 

"  Too  late,  father,"  he  said  calmly. 

"  No,  my  boy  !  this  way,  hush  !  " 

He  snatched  open  the  door,  and  a  quick- 
looking,  well-knit  man  stood  framed  in  the 
entry. 

'*  Ah  ! "  he  said  sharply,  as  he  fixed  Harry 
with  his  eye,  "  Mr.  Henry  Vine,  I  arrest 
you  on  a  warrant.  Eobbery  and  attempt  to 
murder." 

"  No,"  roared  the  father  frantically,  and  he 
flung  himself  upon  the  ofticer.  "  Kun,  Harry, 
run  !  " 

Louise  stood  clinging  to  the  ironwork  of  her 


IX    DEFEXCE    OF    HIS    YOUXG.  97 

bedstead,  sick  with  horror,  as  a  terrible  struofo'le 
ensued.  It  only  lasted  a  few  moments ;  and 
as  she  saw  her  father  and  the  detective  officer 
wrestling  together,  her  brother  clenched  his 
fists,  set  his  teeth,  and  dashed  at  them. 

"  No,  no ;  run !  "  roared  the  father  in  a 
voice  she  did  not  know;  and  in  obedience, 
Harry  dashed  through  the  doorway  and  was 
gone. 

"  You're  mad,  old  man  !"  cried  the  detective, 
tearing  himself  free,  drawing  back,  and  then 
rushincr  towards  the  door. 

o 

But  with  a  wonderful  display  of  activity  and 
vigour,  the  old  naturalist  sprang  at  him  once 
more,  and  with  clenched  fist  struck  him  so 
fierce  a  blow  full  on  the  cheek  that  the  man 
swerved  sideways,  and  would  have  fidlen  but 
for  the  wall. 

"  AVhen  I  come  back  !  "  he  roared  savagely, 
as  he  recovered  himself;  and,  springing  through 
the  door,  he  bounded  down  the  stairs  after 
Harrv  Vine,  father  and  sister  stacrorerino-  to  the 
landing  just  as  the  door  across  the  hall  swung 
to  with  a  heavy  bang,  and  the  sounds  of  feet 
rapidly  beating  the  shingle  rose  loudly  on  the 
silence  of  the  night. 


VOL.   II. 


CHAPTER  X. 

ON     HIS     BEHALF. 

"  What  have  I  done  ?  what  have  I  clone  ? " 
groaned  Vine.     "  I  might  have  forgiven  him 

and  let   him    escape,    and   then Louise, 

Louise,  my  child,  come  with  me.  We  must 
find  him  and  help." 

Louise  hurried  back  into  her  room  to  get 
hat  and  scarf,  and  returned  to  the  landing 
to  find  her  father  and  Aunt  Margaret  face  to 
face. 

"  It  is  a  judgment  upon  you,  George — a 
judgment  ! "  cried  the  old  lady  excitedly. 
"Yes;  you  dragged  the  poor  boy  down  to 
that  wretched  life,  and  in  his  madness  and 
misery  he  made  one  bold  stroke  for  freedom." 

"  Louise,  my  child,  quick  !  "  cried  Vine.  "  I 
cannot  answer  her  now.  Quick  !  get  me  away, 
or  I  shall  say  words  to  her  that  1  shall  repent 
as  long  as  I  live." 

"I   say   it  is   a  judgment!"    cried    Aunt 
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Margaret.  "  Poor  boy  !  if  you  had  taken  my 
advice " 

The  door  closed.  They  were  out  in  the 
clear,  starry  night,  hurrying  down  the  path 
toward  the  town,  but  Aunt  Margaret's  words 
were  ringing  in  Vine's  ears.     A  judgment. 

Why  ?     What  had  he  done  ? 

"  Have  I  been  to  blame  ?  Is  she  ris^ht  ? 
Have  I  been  to  blame  ? "  he  muttered,  as  they 
hurried  down,'the  words  being  the  secret  com- 
muning of  his  heart,  but  they  were  loud  enough 
for  Louise  to  hear,  and  as  she  clung  to  his  arm 
she  whispered  emphatically — 

"  No,  father,  no  !  " 

"  Xo  ?    Louise,  what  are  you  saying  ?  " 

"  That  you  have  not  been  to  blame.  My 
dear,  patient,  indulgent  father.'^ 

"  Indulgent  ?  "  he  said  hoarsely.  "  Yes  ; 
indulgent.  I  have  been  indulgent,  and  yet 
Heaven  knows  how  I  have  striven  to  make 
ours  a  happy  home  for  all." 

"  And  you  have,  father,"  sobbed  Louise, 
"  till  Harry  proved  so  wilful  and  went  astray." 

"  Yes  ;  went  astray.  But  he  must  go,  my 
child  ;  he  must  not  be  taken.  I  have  a  little 
money  with  me,  and  will  send  him  more.  I 
want  to  do  that  which  is  just  and  right,  but  I 
could  not  bear  to  see  him  taken  off  to  oraol." 
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Louise  uttered  a  low  moan  as  they  hurried 
on  down  the  path. 

"  Where  will  he  go  ?  Where  will  he  hide  ?  " 
whispered  Vine,  excitedly.  "  He  could  not 
escape  by  the  road,  the  railway  station  is  certain 
to  be  watched,  and  there  is  the  telegraph." 

"  Stop  ! "  said  Louise,  holding  one  hand  to 
her  head,  as  in  the  terrible  confusion  of  con- 
flicting thought  she  tried  to  recall  something 
her  brother  had  said. 

"Yes,  I  recollect  now,"  she  said.  "He  told 
me  he  meant  to  escape  across  to  France,  and 
that  he  would  ask  one  of  the  fishermen  to  sail 
with  him  to  St.  Malo." 

"  Hah  !  yes.  Then  he  will  escape.  Whom 
did  he  say  '?  " 

"  I  cannot  recollect  the  name,  and  yet  it  is 
familiar." 

"  Try,  my  child,  try." 

"  I  am  trying  hard,  father,"  said  Louise 
sadly,  "but  I  cannot  recollect." 

"  Oh  ! "  groaned  her  father,  as  they  hurried 
on  down  the  path,  "  for  pity's  sake,  try,  my 
child,  try." 

"  Yes,"  I  remember,"  she  cried  at  last — 
"  Paul." 

"  Dick  Paul — the  man  who  sailed  with  us 
to  the  rocks  near  Scilly  ? " 
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"  Yes,  yes  !  " 

"  Ha  !  then  if  be  has  escaped  so  far  he  will 
be  there." 

"  Do  you  know  which  is  his  cottage  ? " 

"  Yes,  I  know.     Quick,  girl,  quick  !  " 

They  almost  ran  down  the  rest  of  the  way, 
each  looking  excitedly  about  in  the  expectation 
of  there  being  a  hue  and  cry,  and  of  seeing  the 
fugitive  rusli  by,  hunted  by  a  senseless  crowd, 
eager  to  see  him  caught. 

But  all  was  perfectly  still,  the  great  stars 
shone  down  on  the  sleepy  place,  the  lights 
burned  in  windows  here  and  there,  and  as 
they  reached  a  turn  where  the  harbour  lay 
before  them  the  lig;ht  at  the  mouth  shone  out 
like  a  lurid,  fiery  eye,  staining  the  calm  water 
with  a  patch  of  light,  which  seemed  weird  and 
strange  amidst  the  spangled  gleams  reflected 
from  the  stars.  Hardly  a  sound,  till  a  swing 
door  was  opened  a  short  distance  in  front,  and 
there  floated  out  in  harmony  one  of  the  West- 
countrv  ditties  the  fishermen  loved  to  sino\ 
The  door  swung  to,  and  the  part-song  became 
a  murmur. 

Vine  gripped  his  daughter's  hand  with 
spasmodic  violence,  but  she  did  not  wince. 
There  was  a  pain,  an  agony  in  her  breast 
which  neutralized  all    other,   as   she    hurried 
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on  by  her  father's  side,  thinking  now  of  her 
erring  brother,  now  of  Duncan  Leslie.  That 
dream,  that  growing  love  which  she  had 
tremblingly  avowed  to  herself  she  felt  for 
the  frank,  manly  young  mine-owner,  was 
over,  was  crushed  out,  with  all  its  bright- 
hued  hopes  of  happiness  ;  but  he  had  said  he 
loved  her,  and  offered  his  aid.  Why  was  he 
not  there  now  to  help,  when  her  brother  was 
in  such  peril  ?     Why  was  he  not  there  ? 

The  answer  came  like  a  dull  blow.  She 
had  reviled  him,  insulted  him,  and  driven  him 
away.  Then  her  heart  replied  :  He  loves  me, 
he  will  forgive  my  hasty  words,  and  will  save 
my  brother  if  I  humble  myself  and  ask. 

She  started  back  to  the  reality  from  what 
seemed  a  dream,  as  her  father  hurried  on  along 
by  a  row  of  ill-built,  rugged  cottages  on  the  cliff. 

"It  is  in  one  of  these,"  he  said  huskily, 
"  but  I  cannot  recall  which." 

As  he  hesitated  one  of  the  doors  was  opened, 
and  a  great,  burly  merman  appeared,  pipe  in 
mouth. 

'*  Dick  Paul's,"  he  said,  in  answer  to  a 
question,  "  first  door  furder  on.  Fine  night, 
master." 

"  Yes,  yes ;  thank  you,  thank  you,"  cried 
Vine  hastily. 
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"  But  he  arn't  at  home." 

"  What  ? " 

"  Him  and  four  more  went  out  at  sundown 
to  shoot  their  nets." 

Vine  uttered  a  low  groan. 

"  Good-night !  "  said  the  man,  and  he  moved 
ofi: 

*'  Stop  !  "  cried  Vine,  and  the  man's  heavy 
boots  ceased  to  clatter  on  the  rugged  pebbles 
with  which  the  way  w^as  paved. 

"  Call  me.  Master  Vine  ? " 

"  Yes.     You  know  me  ?  " 

"  Know  you  ?  Ay,  and  the  young  lady  too. 
Liza  Perrow's  Uncle  Bob.  Didn't  I  take  you 
long  the  coast  one  day  ?  " 

*'  Yes,  yes,  of  course,"  said  Vine  hastily. 
''Look  here,  my  man;  you  have  a  boat." 

*'  Third  share,  master ;  just  going  out  now. 
My  mates  are  waiting  yonder." 

''  In  the  harbour  ?  " 

"  Ay.     That's  their  lantern." 

''  Look  here,  Perrow^,"  said  Vine  excitedly, 
as  he  held  the  man  tightly  by  the  arm,  "you 
are  going  fishing  ?  " 

"  Goingr  to  have  a  trv,  master." 

"  And  you  will  perhaps  earn  a  pound 
apiece." 

"  If  we  are  lucky.     P'raps  naught." 
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"  Perrow,"  whispered  the  okl  man,  with  his 
lips  close  to  the  man's  face,  "  will  you  do  me  a 
service— a  great  service  ?  " 

"  Sarvice,  sir  ? — Ay,  sure  I  will." 

"  Then  look  here.  Your  boat  would  sail 
across  to  France  ?  " 

"  To  France  ? "  said  the  great  bluff  fellow, 
w^ith  a  chuckle.  "  Why,  didn't  some  of  our 
mates  sail  to  Spain  in  a  lugger  a  foot  shorter 
than  ours,  and  not  so  noo  a  boot  !  France,  ay, 
or  Spain  either." 

"  Then  look  here  ;  take  a  passenger  over  for 
me  to-night ;  and  I'll  give  you  fifty  pounds." 

"  Fifty  pounds,  Master  Vine  ? " 

"  Yes.  Be  ready  ;  take  him  safely  over,  and 
bring  me  back  word  from  him  that  he's  safe, 
and  ril  pay  you  a  hundred." 

"  Will  you  shake  hands  on  that,  master  ?  " 

"  You  will  do  it  ?  " 

"  Do  it  for  you,  Master  Vine  ?  Why,  sir, 
bless  you,  w^e'd  ha'  done  it  for  five.  But  if  you 
tempt    poor    men   wi'  a  big  lump  o'    money 

like    that Do    it  ?     I   should    think  we 

will." 

"  But  your  partners  ?  "  said  Louise  excitedly. 

"  Never  you  mind  about  them,  miss.  I'm 
cap'n  o'  our  boot.  Where's  our  passenger  ? 
Lor,  miss,  don't  do  that." 
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The  man  started,  for  Louise  had  caught  his 
rough  hand  and  kissed  it. 

'''  I'll  soon  bring  him  to  vou,"  said  the  old 
man,  with  his  voice  trembling ;  "  but  look 
here,  my  man — you  must  ask  no  questions, 
you  \Yill  not  be  put  off,  you  will  not  refuse  at 
the  last  moment  ?  " 

''  Look  here,  Master  Vine,  sir,"  said  the 
man  stolidly,  ''  I  arn't  a  fool.  Hundred 
pound's  a  lot  o'  money,  and  of  course  it's  to 
smuggle  some  one  away  on  the  quiet.  AYell, 
so  be  it." 

"Hah  !"  ejaculated  Vine. 

"  It's  to  'blige  you  as  I've  knowd  for  a 
kind-hearted  gent  these  ever  so  many  years, 
though  there  was  that  bit  o'  trouble  'bout  my 
brother's  lass,  as  I  don't  believe  took  that 
there  money." 

"  No,  no,  she  was  innocent,"  cried  Louise. 

"  Thanks   for   tliat,   miss,   and say,   hns 

vouno'  ^Master  Harrv  been  up  to  some 
o'ame  ? " 

o 

There  was  no  reply. 

"  Never  mind.  Don't  you  speak  without 
you  like,  Master  Vine,  sir.  Yonder's  our  boot, 
and  I'll  go  down  to  her,  and  she  shall  lie  off 
just  outside,  and  I'll  wait  in  our  little  punt 
down  by  the  harbour  steps.     Will  that  do  ? " 
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''  Yes  ;  and  you  will  trust  me  to  pay  you  a 
hundred  pounds  ? " 

''  Trust  ^oii  ?  " 

The  man  uttered  a  low  chuckle. 

*•'  How  long  will  he  be,  master  ? " 

"  I — I  don't  know.     Wait  till  he  comes." 

"  Master  Harry  ? "  whispered  the  man. 

"  Yes." 

"All  right,  sir.  You  trust  me.  I'll  trust 
you.    Night,  miss.    I'll  wait  there  if  it's  a  week." 

"  Hah ! "  ejaculated  Vine,  as  the  man's 
heavy  step  went  on  before  them.  '^  There 
is  a  way  of  escape  for  him.  I  am  a  father, 
and  what  I  ought  to  do  by  my  friend  pales 
before  that.  Now  to  find  him,  my  child,  to 
find  him.     He  must  escape." 

Louise  clung  to  his  arm,  and  they  stood 
there  on  the  clifi"-path  listening,  and  each 
mentally  asking  the  question,  what  to  do  ? 

"  If  I  could  only  get  the  faintest  clue  of  his 
movements,"  muttered  Vine.  "  Louise,  my 
child,  can  you  not  suggest  something  % " 

She  did  not  answer,  for  a  terrible  dread  was 
upon  her  now.  Her  brother  might  have  been 
taken ;  and  if  so,  there  was  no  need  to  hesitate 
as  to  the  way  to  go. 

As  if  the  same  thoughts  had  impressed  him, 
Vine  suddenly  exclaimed, 
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"  No,  no,  they  would  not  have  taken  him. 
The  man  was  a  stranger,  and  Harry  would  be 
too  quick. '* 

For  the  next  hour  they  hurried  here  and 
there,  passing  Van  Heldre's  house,  where  a 
dim  lio-ht  in  the  window  showed  where  the 
injured  man  lay.  There  was  a  vague  kind  of 
feeling  that  sooner  or  later  they  would  meet 
Harry,  but  the  minutes  glided  slowly  by,  and 
all  was  still. 

Out  beyond  the  harbour  light  the  faint 
oieam  of  a  lantern  could  be  seen,  showino; 
that  Bob  Perrow  had  kept  faith  with  them, 
and  that  the  lugger  was  swinging  in  the  rapid 
current,  fast  to  one  of  the  many  buoys  used 
by  the  fishermen  in  fine  weather.  But  there 
was  no  sign  or  sound  apparent ;  and,  with 
their  hearts  sinking  beneath  the  impression 
that  Harry  had  been  taken,  and  yet  not  daring 
to  go  and  ask,  father  and  daughter  still 
wandered  to  and  fro  along  the  various  streets 
of  the  little  town. 

•''  Can  he  have  taken  boat  and  gone  ?  "  whis- 
pered Vine  at  last. 

•''Xo/'  said  Louise,  "''there  would  not  have 
been  time,  and  we  should  have  seen  the  lights 
had  a  boat  gone  out." 

*■'  George  ! " 
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Two  figures  suddenly  appeared  out  of  the 
darkness,  and  stopped  before  them. 

^'Luke?     You  here?" 

"  Yes  ;  have  you  seen  him  ?  " 

*^No;  but  is— is  he—" 

"  No,  Mr.  Vine,"  said  Leslie  quickly.  ''  I 
have  been  up  to  the  station  twice." 

"  For  Heaven's  sake  don't  speak  to  me  like 
that,  Mr.  Vine,"  cried  Leslie.  "  I  know  every- 
thing, and  I  am  working  for  him  as  I  would  for 
my  own  brother." 

"  Yes,  it's  all  right,  George,"  said  Uncle 
Luke,  with  his  voice  softening  a  little.  ''  Les- 
lie's a  good  fellow.  Look  here ;  we  must  get 
the  young  dog  away.  Leslie  has  chartered  a 
fast  boat,  and  she  lies  in  the  head  of  the 
harbour  ready." 

"Ah!" 

It  was  an  involuntary  ejaculation  from 
Louise. 

"  We'll  have  have  him  taken  across  the 
Channel  if  we  can  find  him.  Where  can  he  be 
hidden  ?  " 

"  We  have  been  twice  on  to  your  house, 
Mr.  Vine,"  said  Leslie,  who  kept  right  away 
from  Louise,  and  out  of  delicacy  seemed  to 
ignore    her   presence,  but   spoke    so  that  she 
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eould  hear  every  word.  "I  have  three  of  my 
miners  on  the  look-out — men  I  can  trust, 
and  law  or  no  law,  we  must  save  him  from 
arrest." 

''  Heaven  bless  you,  Mr.  Leslie.  For- 
give  " 

"  Hush,  sir.  There  is  no  time  for  words. 
The  men  from  London  with  our  own  police 
are  searching  in  every  direction.  He  got 
right  away,  and  he  is  hiding  somewhere,  for 
he  certainly  w^ould  not  take  to  the  hills  or 
the  road,  and  it  would  be  madness  to  try  the 
rail." 

''Yes,"  said  Uncle  Luke.  ''He's  safe  to 
make  for  the  sea,  and  so  get  over  yonder. 
There's  a  boat  lying  off  though,  and  I'm  afraid 
that's  keeping  him  back.  The  police  have  that 
outside  to  stop  him." 

"  No ;  that  is  a  boat  I  have  chartered,  Luke, 
waiting  to  save  my  poor  boy." 

"  Then  before  many  hours  are  gone  he'll  be 
down  by  the  harbour,  that's  my  impression," 
said  Uncle  Luke.  "  Confound  you,  George, 
why  did  you  ever  have  a  boy  ?  " 

George  Vine  drew  a  long  breath  and  remained 
silent. 

"  If  you  will  allow  me,  gentlemen,"  said 
Leslie,  "  I  think  we  oug;lit  not  to  stav  here  like 
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this.  The  poor  fellow  will  not  know  what 
precautions  his  friends  have  taken,  and  some 
one  ought  to  be  on  the  look-out  to  give 
him  warning  whenever  he  comes  down  to  the 
harbour/' 

"  Yes  ;  that's  true." 

"  Then  if  I  may  advise,  I  should  suggest, 
sir,  that  you  patrol  this  side  to  and  fro, 
where  you  must  see  him  if  he  comes  down  to 
make  for  the  west  point ;  I'll  cross  over  and 
watch  the  east  pier,  and  if  Mr.  Luke  Vine 
here  will  stop  about  the  head  of  the  harbour, 
we  shall  have  three  chances  of  seeing  him 
instead  of  one." 

Louise  pressed  her  hand  to  her  throbbing 
heart,  as  she  listened  to  these  words,  and  in 
spite  of  her  agony  of  spirits,  noted  how  Leslie 
avoided  speaking  to  her,  devoting  himself 
solely  to  the  task  of  helping  her  brother; 
and  as  she  felt  this,  and  saw  that  in  future 
they  could  be  nothing  more  than  the  most 
distant  friends,  a  suffocating  feeling  of  misery 
seemed  to  come  over  her,  and  she  longed  to 
hurry  away,  and  sob  to  relieve  her  overcharged 
breast. 

"Leslie's  right,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  in  a 
decisive  way.  "  Let's  separate  at  once.  And 
look  here,  whoever  sees  him  is  to  act,  give  him 
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some  money,  and  get  him  off  at  once.  He 
must  go.  Tlie  trouble's  bad  enough  now,  it 
would  be  worse  if  he  were  taken,  and  it's  the 
hist  thing  Van  Heldre  would  do,  hand  him  to 
the  police.     Leslie  !  " 

He  held  up  his  hand,  but  the  steps  he  heard 
were  only  those  of  some  fishermen  going  home 
from  the  river. 

"  Now,  then,  let's  act ;  and  for  goodness' 
sake,  let's  get  the  young  idiot  away,  for  I  warn 
you  all,  if  that  boy's  taken  there'll  be  far  worse 
trouble  than  you  know  of  now." 

''  Uncle  Luke  !  "  cried  Louise  piteously. 

"  Can't  help  it,  my  dear.  There  will,  for 
I  shall  end  a  respectable  life  by  killing  old 
Crampton  and  being  hung.  Come  along, 
Leslie." 

The  little  party  separated  without  a  word, 
and  Louise  and  her  father  stood  listening 
till  the  steps  of  their  late  com|)auions  ^died 
away. 


CHAPTER   XI. 

''in  the  queen's  name." 

As  they  stood  together  at  the  lower  end  of 
the  rocky  point  listening  and  waiting,  it  seemed 
to  Louise  Vine  as  if  she  were  about  to  be  an 
actor  in  some  terrible  scene. 

Vine  muttered  a  few  words  now  and  then, 
but  they  were  inaudible  to  his  child,  who  clung 
to  his  arm  as  he  walked  untiringly  to  and 
fro,  watching  the  harbour  and  the  way  back 
into  the  town,  while  when  he  paused  it 
was  to  fix  his  eyes  upon  the  dimly-seen  lan- 
tern of  the  lugger  lying  out  beyond  the 
point.  The  portion  of  their  walk  nearest 
the  town  w^as  well  kept  and  roughly  paved 
with  great  slabs  of  granite,  in  wdiich  were  here 
and  there  great  riogs  for  mooring  purposes, 
while  at  some  distance  apart  were  projecting 
masses  roughly  hewn  into  posts.  But  as 
the  distance  from  the  town  increased  and 
the  harbour   widened,   the  jutting  point  was 
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almost  as  if  it  had  been  formed  by  nature, 
and  the  footino^  was  difficult,  even  dano-erous 
at  times. 

But  in  his  excitement  Vine  did  not  heed 
this,  o'oincr  on  and  on  reg^ardless  of  the  diffi- 
culties,  and  Louise  unmurmuringly  walked 
or  at  times  climbed  along^  till  they  were  rio-ht 
out  at  the  extreme  point  where,  some  feet 
below  them,  the  water  rushed  and  e^urded  in 
and  out  of  the  crevices  with  terrible  gasping 
noises,  such  as  might  be  made  by  hungry  sea 
monsters  throno-ino;  round  to  seize  them  if 
either  of  them  should  make   a  slip. 

Here  Vine  paused  again  and  again  to  watch 
the  lantern  in  the  lugger,  and  listen  for  the 
rattle  of  oars  in  the  rowlocks,  tlie  oars  of  the 
boat  conveying  his  son  to  the  men  who  would 
at  once  hoist  the  sails  and  bear  him  away  to  a 
place  of  safety.  But  the  dim  light  of  the  horn 
lantern  rose  and  fell,  there  was  no  rattle  of 
oars,  not  even  the  murmur  of  a  voice  ;  nothino- 
but  the  sucking,  gasping  noises  at  their  feet, 
as  the  tide  swirled  by  like  the  race  of  waters 
from  some  huo^e  mill. 

Louise  clung  more  tightly  to  her  father's 
arm,  as  he  stood  again  and  again  where  she 
had  often  from  a  rock  behind  watched  her 
uncle  deftly  throwing  out  his  line  to  capture 
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some  silvery-sided  bass  or  a  mackerel,  glowing 
with  all  the  glories  of  the  sea  at  sunrise. 

"  If  he  should  slip,"  she  said  to  herself,  as 
she  tightened  her  grasp  of  her  father's  thin 
arm,  "  if  he  should  slip ! "  and  she  shuddered 
as  she  gazed  down  into  the  deep,  black  rushing 
water,  w^iere  the  star  reflections  were  all 
broken  up  and  sparkled  deep  down  as  if  the 
current  were  charged  with  gold-dust,  swirling 
and  eddying  by.  Then  she  started  as  her 
father  spoke  aloud  to  himself. 

"  No,  no,  no  ! "  he  murmured.  Then  sharply, 
"  Come,  let  us  get  back." 

Louise  crept  along  by  him  in  silence,  her 
heart  giving  one  violent  leap,  as  A^ine  slipped 
once  on  the  spray-swept  rocks,  but  recovered 
himself  and  went  on  without  a  word.  Again 
and  again  she  suffered  that  terrible  catching 
of  the  breath,  as  her  father  slipped,  caught 
his  foot  in  some  inequality,  or  would,  but  for 
her  guidance,  have  stumbled  over  some  pro- 
jecting rock  post  and  been  thrown  into  the 
harbour.  For,  as  he  walked  on,  his  eyes  w^ere 
constantly  searching  the  dark  surface  as  he 
listened  intently  for  some  token  of  the  escaping 
man. 

But  all  was  still  as  they  n eared  the  town, 
still  with  the  silence  of  death.     No  one  could 
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have  told  that  there  were  watchers  by  the  ferry, 
where  a  rough  boat  was  used  for  crossing  from 
side  to  side  of  the  harbour ;  that  two  boats 
were  waiting,  and  that  Duncan  Leslie  was 
patrolling  the  short  arm  of  granite  masonry 
that  ran  down  to  the  tower-like  building  where 
the  harbour  lantern  burned. 

"  Hist  !  "  whispered  Louise,  for  there  was  a 
step  some  little  distance  away,  but  it  ceased, 
and  as  she  looked  in  its  direction,  the  cliffs 
seemed  to  tow^r  up  behind  the  town  till  a 
black,  jagged  ridge  cut  the  starry  sky. 

"Let's  go  back,"  said  her  father,  huskily. 
'•'  I  fancied  I  heard  a  boat  stealinoj  aloncr  the 
harbour  :  we  cannot  see  the  luo-o-er  lio-ht  from 

^  CO  o 

here." 

"  Georo-e  ! "  came  from  out  of  the  darkness 

o 

ahead. 

"  Yes,  Luke  ! '"'  was  whispered  back  sharply, 
and  the  old  man  came  up. 

'•  Seen  anything  of  him  ? " 

"Xo.     Have  you  ?'^ 

"  Xot  a  sign.  I  sent  one  of  the  fishermen 
up  to  the  police  to  see  what  he  could  find  out, 
and '"' 

"'  Uncle  !  ''  panted  out  Louise,  as  she  left 
her  father  to  cling  to  the  old  man. 

'•'  Poor  little  lassie  !  poor  little  lassie  ! "  he 
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said  tenderly,  as  lie  took  her  and  patted  her 
head.'  "No  news,  and  that's  good  news. 
They  haven't  got  him,  but  they're  all  out  on 
the  watch ;  the  man  from  London  and  our 
dunderheads.  All  on  the  watch,  and  I  fancy 
they're  on  the  look-out  close  here  somewhere, 
and  that's  what  keeps  him  back." 

Louise  uttered  a  low  moan. 

"  Ah,  it's  bad  for  you,  my  dear,"  said  Uncle 
Luke,  whose  manner  seemed  quite  changed. 
''You  come  with  me,  and  let  me  take  you  home. 
"We  don't  want  another  trouble  on  our  hands." 

"No,  no,"  she  said  firmly,  "  1  cannot  leave 
him." 

"  But  you  will  be  ill,  child." 

"  I  cannot  leave  him,  uncle,"  she  said  again  ; 
and  going  back  to  her  father,  she  locked  her 
fiuo^ers  about  his  arm. 

"  Hi !  hoi  !  look  out !  "  came  from  a  distance  ; 
and  it  w^as  answered  directly  by  a  voice  not 
a  hundred  yards  away. 

A  thrill  of  excitement  shot  through  the 
little  group  as  they  heard  now  the  tramp  of 
feet. 

"  I  knew^  it,"  whispered  Uncle  Luke.  "  He's 
making  for  the  harbour  now." 

"Ah!"  gasped  Vine,  as  he  almost  dragged 
Louise  over  the  rugged  stones. 
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"  Stop  where  you  are,"  said  Uncle  Luke, 
excitedly ;  and  he  placed  something  to  his 
lips  and  gave  a  low  shrill  whistle. 

It  was  answered  instantly  fmm  the  other 
side  of  the  harbour. 

"  Leslie's  on  the  look-out.  Yes,  and  the 
men  with  the  boat,"  he  whispered,  excitedly, 
as  another  low  whistle  was  heard. 

Then  there  was  a  few  moments'  silence, 
as  if  people  were  listening,  followed  by  steps 
once  more,  and  a  quick  voice  exclaimed  from 
out  of  the  darkness, 

"  Seen  him  ?  " 

Neither  of  the  group  answered,  and  a  man 
stepped  up  to  them  and  flashed  the  light  of  a 
lantern  c[uickly  over  them  before  closing  it 
again. 

"That's  you,  is  it?"  he  said.  ^' I'll  have 
a  word  with  you  by  and  by ;  but  look  here, 
I  call  upon  you  two  men  in  the  Queen's 
name  to  help  me  to  take  him.  If  you  help 
him  to  get  away,  it's  felony,  so  you  may  take 
the  consequences.  You  haven't  got  to  do 
with  your  local  police  now." 

The  man  turned  away  and  walked  swiftly 
back  toward  the  town,  the  darkness  seeming 
to  swallow  him  up.  He  paused  for  a  few 
moments    at    the    edge    of   the    harbour,    to 
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throw   the    ]ig;ht    of    his    lantern    across    the 
water. 

"The  London  man,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  un- 
concernedly. "  Well,  God  save  the  Queen, 
but  I'm  sure  she  don't  want  us  to  help  to 
capture  our  poor  boy." 


CHAPTER  XII. 

"  OH  !     ABSALOM,    MY    SOX,    MY    SOX." 

Harry  Vixe  had  but  one  thought  as  he 
dashed  out  of  his  father's  house,  and  that  was 
to  escape — far  away  to  some  other  country 
where  neither  he  nor  his  crime  was  known — 
to  some  place  where,  with  the  slate  of  his 
past  Hfe  wiped  clean,  he  might  begin  anew, 
and  .  endeavour  to  show  to  his  father,  to  his 
sister,  perhaps  to  Madelaine  Van  Heldre,  that 
he  was  not  all  bad.  How  he  would  try,  he 
told  himself.  Only  let  him  get  aboard  one 
of  the  fishing  luo-aers,  and  after  confiding;  in 
some  one  or  other  of  his  old  friends,  the  bluff 
fishermen  who  had  often  oiven  him  a  sail  or 
a  day's  fishinor  beo;  of  him  to  take  him  across 
to  Jersey  or  St.  Malo ;  anywhere,  so  as  to 
avoid  the  terrible  exposure  of  the  law — any- 
where to  be  free. 

"  I'd  sooner  die  than  be  taken,"  he  said  to 
himself  as  he  sped  on  downward  at  a  rapid 
rate. 
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The  way  to  the  harbour  seemed  clear,  and, 
though  the  officer  was  pursuing  him,  Harry 
had  the  advantage  of  the  darkness,  and  the 
local  knowledge  of  the  intricate  ways  of  the 
little  town,  so  that  he  felt  no  fear  of  being 
able  to  reach  the  harbour  and  some  boat.  He 
was  reckoning  without  his  host.  His  host,  or 
would-be  host,  was  the  detective  sergeant, 
who  had  gone  about  his  business  in  a  business- 
like manner,  so  that  when  Harry  Vine  was 
congratulating  himself  upon  the  ease  with 
which  he  was  able  to  escape,  one  of  the  local 
policemen  started  from  his  post  right  in  the 
fugitive's  way,  nearly  succeeding  in  catching 
him  by  the  arm,  an  attention  Harry  avoided 
by  doubling  down  one  of  the  little  alleys  of 
the  place.  Over  and  over  again  he  tried  to 
steal  down  to  the  harbour,  but  so  sure  as  he  left 
his  hiding-place  in  one  of  the  dark  lanes  or 
among  the  fishermen's  stores  he  heard  steps 
before  him,  and  with  the  feeling  that  the 
whole  town  had  now  risen  up  against  him, 
and  that  the  first  person  he  encountered  would 
seize  and  hold  him  until  the  arrival  of  the 
police,  he  crept  back,  bathed  with  cold  pers- 
piration, to  wait  what  seemed  to  be  an  inter- 
minable time  before  he  ventured  again. 

His  last  hiding-place  was  a  wooden   shed 
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not  far  from  the  water-side — a  place  of  old 
ropes  and  sails,  and  with  a  loft  stored  full  of 
carefully-dried  nets,  put  away  till  the  shoals 
of  fish  for  which  they  w^ere  needed  visited  the 
shore.  Here,  in  profound  ignorance  of  what 
had  been  done  on  his  behalf,  he  threw  himself 
down  on  a  heap  of  tarred  canvas  to  try  and 
devise  some  certain  means  of  escape.  He  had 
a  vague  intention  of  getting  the  fishermen  to 
help  him  ;  but  after  thinking  of  several  he 
could  not  decide  which  of  the  sturdy  fellows 
would  stand  by  such  a  culprit  as  he.  And  as 
he  lay  there  the  bitter  regrets  for  the  past 
began  to  attack  him. 

"  Louise — sister,"  he  muttered  to  himself, 
"  I  must  have  been  mad.  And  I  lie  here 
groaning  like  the  coward  I  am,"  he  said 
fiercely,  as,  thrusting  back  all  thoughts  of  the 
past  w^ith  the  intention  of  beginning  afresh, 
he  stole  out  once  more  into  the  dark  night, 
meaning  to  get  to  the  harbour,  and,  failing  a 
better  means,  to  take  some  small  sailing-boat, 
and  to  trust  to  his  own  skill  to  get  safely  across. 

The  place  was  far  more  quiet  now ;  and, 
avoidinof  the  laro^er  lanes,  he  threaded  his 
way  through  passage  after  passage  among 
the  net-stores  and  boat-houses  till  he  reached 
the  main  street,  along  wdiich  he  was  walking 
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noiselessly  when  a  heavy  regular  pace  ahead 
checked  him,  and,  turning  shortly  round,  he 
made  for  the  first  narrow  back  lane,  reached 
it,  and  turned  trembling  as  he  recognized  that 
it  was  the  familiar  path  leading  by  the  back 
of  Van  Heldre's,  the  way  he  knew  so  well. 

Hurrying  on,  he  had  nearly  readied  the 
bottom  when  he  became  aware  of  the  fact  that 
there  was  a  policeman  waiting.  He  turned 
sharply  back,  after  nearly  walking  into  the  arras 
of  one  of  his  enemies,  and  was  nearly  at  the  top 
once  more  when  he  found  that  the  man  whom 
he  had  tried  to  avoid  was  there  too  waiting. 

"I'm  caught,"  he  said  bitterly,  as  he  paused 
midway.  "  Shall  I  dash  for  liberty  ?  No," 
he  said  bitterly;  "better  give  up." 

He  raised  his  hand  to  guide  himself  silently 
along,  when  he  shivered,  for  it  touched  a  gate 
wdiich  yielded,  and  as  the  steps  advanced  from 
front  and  rear,  he  stepped  down.  Fate  in  her 
irony  had  decided  that,  to  avoid  arrest,  he 
should  take  refuge  in  the  premises  of  the  man 
he  had  injured.  The  steps  came  nearer,  and 
trembling  with  horror  the  fugitive  glanced 
upward  to  see  that  two  windows  were  illu- 
mined, and  there  was  light  enough  to  show 
that  the  door  leading  into  the  corridor  was 
open.      He    shrank    from   it,    and    was    then 
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driven  to  enter  and  stand  inside,  listening,  for 
the  steps  stopped  outside,  the  door  yielded, 
and  a  voice  said  : 

''  Couldn't  have  been  him.  He  wouldn't 
have  gone  there." 

The  ^ate  swung;  o-entlv  to  and  the  fugitive 
began  to  breathe  more  freely,  for,  after  a  low 
whispered  conversation,  it  was  evident  that 
the  watchers  were  about  to  separate,  when 
there  was  a  loud  cough  which  Harry  knew 
only  too  well  ;  and  to  his  horror  he  saw 
faintly  in  at  the  end  of  the  passage,  his  figure 
more  plain  by  a  light  in  the  hall,  the  short 
stooping  figure  of  Crampton  coming  towards 
him.  To  have  stepped  out  into  the  yard 
would  have  been  into  the  light,  where  the 
old  man  must  have  seen  him;  and,  obeying 
his  first  instinct,  Harrv  crouched  down,  and 
as  Crampton  advanced,  backed  slowly  along 
the  corridor  till  farther  progress  was  stayed 
by  the  outer  door  of  the  ofiice.  Harry  sank 
down  in  the  corner,  a  dark  shapeless  heap  to 
any  one  who  had  approached,  and  with  heart 
throbbing,  he  waited. 

"  He  is  comino^  into  the  office,"  he  thouo^ht. 

But  as  the  old  man  reached  the  opening 
into  the  yard  he  paused.  There  was  a  faint 
rustling,  then  a  flash,  and  a  match  flared  out. 
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illumiDing  the  old  clerk's  stern  countenance, 
and  it  seemed  as  the  tiny  splint  burned  that 
discovery  must  take  place  now.  Bat  Cramp- 
ton  was  intent  upon  the  business  which  had. 
brouo[ht  him  there.  He  had  stolen  out  from 
his  self-appointed  task  of  watching  over  the 
house  to  have  his  nightly  pipe,  and  for  fully 
an  hour  Harry  Vine  crouched  in  the  corner 
by  the  office  door,  seeing  over  and  over  again 
the  horrors  of  the  past,  and  trembling  as  he 
waited  for  the  fresh  discovery,  while  old 
Crampton  softly  paced  the  little  yard,  smoking 
pipe  after  pipe. 

That  hour  seemed  as  if  it  would  never  end, 
and  at  last  in  despair  Harry  was  about  to  rise, 
when  he  heard  Madelaine's  voice,  gently  call- 
ing to  the  old  man. 

''  Hah  ! "  he  said  softly  ;  "  a  bad  habit.  Miss 
Madelaine,  but  it  seems  to  soothe  me  now." 

Would  he  fasten  the  door  and  gate,  and 
complete  the  horror  of  Harry's  position  by 
making  him  a  prisoner  ?  The  young  man 
crouched  there  trembling,  for  Crampton  re- 
crossed  the  yard,  and  there  was  the  sound  of 
two  bolts  beino;  shot.  Then  he  reo;ained  the 
glass  door,  and  was  about  to  close  that. 

"  No/'  said  Madelaine  softly  ;  "  the  night  is 
so  hot.     Leave  that  open,  Mr.  Crampton." 
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"  Yes,  my  dear ;  yes,  my  dear,"  sighed  the 
old  man.  "  I  shall  be  in  the  little  room,  and 
no  one  is  likely  to  come  here  now." 

Gone  at  last ;  and  trembling  so  in  his  Avild 
excitement  that  he  could  hardly  stir,  Harry 
Vine  literally  crept  along  the  corridor,  rose 
up  and  ran  across  the  yard  with  the  horrible 
sensation  that  the  old  clerk's  hand  was  about 
to  descend  upon  his  shoulder.  The  two  bolts 
were  shot  back  with  a  loud  snap,  the  gate  was 
flung  open ;  and,  reckless  now,  he  dashed  out 
and  down  the  narrow  lane. 

"  He  could  bear  no  more,"  he  said.  "  The 
harbour  and  a  boat."  He  ran  now  rapidly, 
determined  to  end  the  terrible  suspense,  and 
for  the  first  few  moments  he  felt  that  his  task 
would  be  easy ;  then  he  heard  a  warning- 
shout,  and  in  his  dread  took  refuoe  in  the  first 
alley  leading  down  to  the  harbour. 

Steps  passed,  and  he  emerged  at  the  lower 
end,  gained  the  main  street  by  returning 
through  another  of  the  alleys  by  which,  after 
the  fashion  of  Yarmouth,  the  little  town  was 
scored. 

"  Five  minutes  will  take  me  there  now," 
he  panted ;  and,  forcing  himself  to  walk,  he 
w^as  hurrying  on  when  a  shout  told  him  that 
his  enemies  were  well  upon  the  alert,     \yith 
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the  horrible  sense  of  being  hunted,  he  dashed 
on,  blindly  now,  reckless  as  to  which  way  he 
went,  so  long  as  he  reached  the  water- side. 
As  he  ran,  he  was  about  to  strike  down  to  the 
left  where  the  landing-steps  lay ;  and  had  he 
reached  them  there  was  a  boat  and  men  wait- 
ing, but  the  London  detective  had  discovered 
that  and  was  on  the  alert. 

Harry  almost  ran  into  his  arms,  but  with 
a  cry  of  rage  he  doubled  back  and  ran  for  the 
shore,  where  he  might  set  pursuit  at  defiance 
by  hiding  in  the  rocks  below  the  cliff.  But 
another  man  sprang  up  in  his  way,  and  in  his 
despair  he  ran  off  to  his  left  again,  right  along 
the  great  pier,  towards  the  point. 

"  We've  got  him  now,"  shouted  a  voice 
behind  as  Harry  rushed  out,  just  conscious  of 
a  shriek  as  ho  brushed  by  a  group  of  figures, 
hardly  seen  in  the  darkness.  He  heard,  too, 
some  co-nfused  words  in  which  "boat"  and 
*•  escape "  seemed  to  be  mingled.  But  in 
his  excitement  he  could  only  think  of  those 
behind,  as  there  came  the  patter  of  his  pur- 
suers' feet  on  the  rough  stones. 

There  was  a  shrill  whistle  from  the  other 
side  of  the  harbour,  followed  by  a  hail,  and 
the  splash  of  oars  in  the  darkness,  wdiile  a  low 
"  ahoy  !  "  came  from  off  the  point. 
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"  Yes,"  muttered  the  officer  between  bis 
teetb,  "  you're  a  nice  party  down  bere,  but 
IVe  got  my  man." 

What  followed  was  tbe  work  of  moments. 
Harry  ran  on  till  tbe  rugged  nature  of  tbe 
point  compelled  bim  to  walk,  tben  step 
cautiously  from  rock  to  rock.  Tbe  barbour 
was  on  one  side,  tbe  tide  rusbing  in  on  tbe 
otber ;  before  bim  tbe  end  of  tbe  point,  witb 
its  deep  water  and  eddying  currents,  wbicb 
no  swimmer  could  stem,  and  bebind  bim  the 
London  officer  witb  tbe  local  ]Dolice  close  up. 

Tbere  was  a  boat,  too,  in  tbe  barbour,  and 
tbe  fug^itive  bad  beard  tbe  wbistle  and  cries. 
He  saw  tbe  lio-bt  of  tbe  luo-aer  out  abead, 
and  to  bim,  in  bis  mad  borror  of  capture,  tbey 
meant  enemies — enemies  on  every  band. 

And  so  be  reacbed  tbe  extreme  point, 
wbere,  peering  wildly  about,  like  some  bunted 
creature  seeking  a  way  of  escape,  be  turned 
at  bay. 

"  Tbere,  sir,  tbe  game's  up,"  cried  tbe 
officer.  "You've  made  a  good  figbt  of  it,  so 
now  give  in." 

'■  Keep  back  !  "  roared  Harry  boarsely.  And 
be  stooped  and  felt  about  for  a  loose  piece  of 
rock  w^bere  every  scrap  bad  been  wasbed  away. 

''  Will  you  give  in  ?  "  cried  tbe  officer. 
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*'  Keep  back  !  "  cried  Harry  again,  in  a  tone 
so  fierce  that  for  a  moment  the  officer  paused. 

There  was  another  whistle  from  across  the 
harbour,  a  shout  and  a  hail  out  of  the  dark- 
ness, but  nothing  save  the  dim  lantern  light 
could  be  seen. 

"  Now  then,  you  two,"  said  the  officer 
decidedly,  "  back  me  up." 

There  was  a  faint  click  as  he  drew  some- 
thing from  his  pocket  and  without  hesitation 
stepped  boldly  over  the  few  feet  which 
separated  him  from  Harry  Vine. 

Panting,  half  wild,  hearing  the  whistles, 
the  cries,  and  still  divining  nothing  but  that 
there  were  enemies  on  every  hand,  the  young 
man  uttered  a  hoarse  cry  as  the  detective 
cauo-ht  at  his  breast.  With  one  well-aimed 
blow  he  struck  out,  sent  the  man  staggering 
back,  and  then,  as  those  who  had  watched  and 
waited  came  panting  up,  he  turned  quickly, 
stepped  to  the  very  edge,  raised  his  hands, 
and  plunged  into  the  rushing  tide. 

''  Harry  !  my  son  !  "  rang  out  on  the  dark- 
ness of  the  night. 

But  there  was  no  answer.  The  black  w^ater 
seemed  to  flash  with  a  myriad  points  of  light, 
and  then  ran,  hissing  and  rushing  in  a  con- 
tendinoj  current,  out  to  sea. 


CHAPTER   XIII. 

''the  lord  gave,  axd " 

''  Boat  ahoy  !  Whoever  you  are — this  way 
—boat : "       ^ 

"  Ahov  !  "  came  back  from  three  quarters — 
from  two  different  points  in  the  harbour,  and 
from  out  to  sea. 

Then  came  another  whistle  from  far  back 
on  the  other  side  of  the  harbour,  and  in  a 
shrill  voice  from  between  his  hands  Uncle 
Luke  veiled  :  '"'  Leslie,  another  boat,  man,  for 
the  love  of  heaven  !  " 

"Here!  you  there,  sir!  the  nearest  boat 
— quick,  pull !  "  roared  the  detective  in  sten- 
torian tones.     '•  Have  you  no  light?" 

"  Ay,  ay,"  came  back ;  and  a  lantern  that 
had  been  hidden  under  a  tarpaulin  coat  shone 
out,  dimly  showing  tlie  boat's  whereabouts. 

'•'  That's  right ;  pull,  my  lads,  off  here.  Man 
overboard  off"  the  rocks.     This  way." 

An  order  was  given  in  the  boat,  and  her 
course  was  altered. 

VOL.    II.  K 


130  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

"  No,  no,"  cried  the  officer  ;  "  this  way,  my 
lads,  this  way." 

"  We  know  what  we're  about,"  came  back. 

"  Yes,  yes ;  they  know,"  said  Uncle  Luke, 
hoarsely.  "  Let  them  be ;  the  current  sets 
the  way  they've  taken.  He's  right  out  there 
by  now." 

The  old  man's  arm  was  dimly  seen  pointing 
seawards,  but  the  detective  was  not  convinced. 

"  It's  a  trick  to  throw  me  on  the  wrong 
scent,"  he  said  excitedly.  "  Here,  you  " — to 
one  of  the  local  police — "  why  don't  you 
speak  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Luke  Vine's  right,  sir  ;  he  knows  the 
set  o'  the  tide.  The  poor  lad's  swept  right 
out  yonder  long  ago,  and  Lord  ha'  mercy  upon 
him,  poor  chap.      They'll  never  pick  him  up." 

"  Can  you  see  him  ? "  roared  the  officer, 
using  his  hands  as  a  speaking-trumpet. 

There  was  no  reply  ;  but  the  lantern  could 
be  seen  rising  and  falling  now,  as  the  little 
craft  began  to  reach  the  swell  at  the  harbour 
bar.  Then  there  was  a  hail  out  of  the  har- 
bour, as  the  second  boat  came  along,  and  five 
minutes  after  the  rapid  beat  of  oars  told  of 
the  coming  of  another  boat. 

"  Ahoy,  lad  !  this  way,"  rose  from  the  boat 
with  the  lantern. 
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"Whose  boat's  that?"  said  the  detective, 
quickly. 

"  Duniio,"  replied  the  nearest  policeman. 

"  They'll  pick  him  up,  and  he'll  escape 
after  all.  Confound  it !  Here,  hoi !  you  in 
that  boat.  In  the  Queen's  name,  stop  and 
take  me  aboard." 

"  They  won't  pick  him  up,"  said  the  nearest 
policeman  solemnly.  "  You  don't  know  this 
coast." 

There  was  a  low  g-roan  from  a  fioaire  crouch- 

o  o 

ing  upon  its  knees,  and  supporting  a  woman's 
head,  happily  insensible  to  what  was  passing 
around. 

"George,  lad,"  whispered  Uncle  Luke,  "for 
the  poor  girl's  sake,  let's  get  her  home. 
George  !  don't  you  hear  me  ?  George  !  It 
is  I_Luke." 

There  was  no  reply,  and  the  excitement 
increased  as  a  s^vift  boat  now  neared  the  end 
of  the  point. 

"  Where  is  he  ?  Is  he  swimming  for  the 
boat?  "  cried  a  voice,  hardly  recognizable  in  its 
hoarse  excitement  for  that  of  Duncan  Leslie. 

"  He  jumped  off,  ^Ir.  Leslie,  sir,"  shouted 
one  of  the  policemen. 

"  Eow,  my  lads.  Pull !  "  shouted  Leslie  ; 
"right  out." 

K   2 
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"  No,  no,"  roared  the  detective  ;  "  take  me 
aboard.     In  the  Queen's  name,  stop  !  " 

"  Pull,"  cried  Leslie  to  the  men ;  and  then 
turning  to  the  detective,  "  While  we  stopped 
to  take  you  the  man  would  drown,  and  you 
couldn't  get  aboard  at  this  time  of  the  tide." 

"  He's  quite  right,"  said  the  policeman  who 
had  last  spoken.  "  It's  risky  at  any  time  ;  it 
would  be  madness  now." 

The  detective  stamped,  as  in  a  weird, 
strange  way  the  voices  kept  coming  from  out 
of  the  darkness,  where  two  dim  stars  could 
be  seen,  as  the  lanterns  were  visible  from 
time  to  time ;  and  now  Leslie's  voice  followed 
the  others,  as  he  shouted  : 

"  This  way,  Vine,  this  way.  Hail,  man ! 
Why  don't  you  hail  ?  " 

"  Is  this  part  of  the  trick  to  get  him 
away  ? "  wdiispered  the  detective  to  one  of 
his  men.  The  man  made  no  reply,  and  his 
silence  was  more  pregnant  than  any  words  he 
could  have  spoken. 

''  But  they'll  pick  him  up,"  he  wdiispered, 
now  impressed  by  the  other's  manner. 

"  Look  out  yonder,"  said  the  policeman,  a 
native  of  the  place ;  "is  it  likely  they'll  find 
him  there  ? " 

"  Hah  ! "  ejaculated  the  detective. 
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"  And  there's  no  such  current  anywhere  for 
miles  along;  the  coast  as  runs  off  here." 

"  Hah  ! "  ejaculated  the  man  again,  as  he 
stood  now  watcliino'  the  lights,  one  of  which 
kept  growing  more  distant,  while  the  hails 
somehow  seemed  to  be  more  faint  and  wild, 
and  at  last  to  resemble  the  despairing  cries  of 
drowning  men. 

"  Listen/'  whispered  the  detective  in  an 
awe-stricken  tone,  as  he  strove  to  pierce  the 
darkness  out  to  sea. 

"  It  was  Master  Leslie,  that,"  said  the 
second  policeman  ;  "I  know  his  hail." 

Just  then  there  was  a  wild  hysterical  fit 
of  sobbing,  and  George  Vine  rose  slowly  from 
his  knees,  and  staggered  towards  the  group. 

"  Luke  !  "  he  cried,  in  a  half-stunned,  help- 
less way,  "Luke,  you  know Where  are 

you  ?     Luke ! " 

"  Here,  George,"  said  Uncle  Luke  sadly, 
for  he  had  knelt  down  in  the  place  his  brother 
had  occupied  the  moment  before. 

"  You  know  the   currents.      Will  they 

will  he " 

He  faltered  and  paused,  waiting  his  brother's 
reply,  and  the  three  officers  of  the  law  shud- 
dered, as,  after  a  few  minutes'  silence,  broken 
only  by  a  groan  from  the  kneeling  man,  George 
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Vine  cried  in  a  piteous  voice  that  sounded 
wild  and  thrilling  in  the  solemn  darkness  of 
the  night : 

*^  God  help  me  !     Oh,  my  son,  my  son  !  " 

"  Quick,  mind  !  Good  heavens,  sir  !  Another 
step  and " 

The  detective  had  caught  the  stricken  father 
as  he  tottered  and  would  have  fallen  headlons: 
into  the  tide,  while,  as  he  and  another  of  the 
men  helped  him  back  to  where  Louise  still 
lay,  he  was  insensible  to  what  passed  around. 

But  still  the  dim  lights  could  be  seen  grow- 
ing more  and  more  distant,  and  each  hail 
sounded  more  faint,  as  the  occupants  of  the 
boats  called  to  each  other,  and  then  to  him 
they  sought,  while,  after  each  shout,  it  seemed 
to  those  who  stood  straining  their  eyes  at  the 
end  of  the  pier,  that  there  was  an  answering 
cry  away  to  their  left ;  but  it  was  only  the 
faint  echo  repeating  the  call  from  the  face  of 
the  stupendous  cliffs  behind  the  town. 

''Why  don't  they  come  back  here  and 
search  ? "  cried  the  officer  angrily. 

"  What  for  ?  "  said  a  voice  at  his  elbow  ;  and 
he  turned  to  see  dimly  the  shrunken,  haggard 
face  of  Uncle  Luke. 

"What  fbrr'  retorted  the  officer.  "He 
may  have  swum  in  the  other  direction." 
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*•'  So  might  the  world  have  rolled  in  the 
other  direction,  and  the  sun  rise  to-morrow 
in  the  west,"  said  the  old  man  angrily.  *'  No 
swimmer  could  stem  that  current." 

''  But  why  have  they  gone  so  far  ?  " 

"  They  have  gone  where  the  current  took 
them,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  coldly.  "  Want  the 
help  of  your  men  to  get  these  poor  creatures 
home." 

The  detective  made  no  reply,  but  stood 
gazing  out  to  sea  and  listening  intently. 
Then  turning  to  his  men — 

'*  One  of  you  keep  watch  here  in  case  they 
trv  to  laud  with  him.     You  come  with  me." 

The  two  policemen  followed  his  instructions, 
one  taking  his  place  at  the  extreme  end  of  the 
point,  the  other  following  just  as  voices  were 
heard,  and  a  group  of  fishermen,  who  had  been 
awakened  to  the  fact  that  there  was  something 
wrong,  came  down  the  rocky  breakwater. 

"  Here,  some  of  you,  I  want  a  boat — a  swift 
boat,  and  four  men  to  pull.     Ah,  you  ! " 

This  to  a  couple  of  the  coastguard  who  had 
put  in  an  appearance,  and  after  a  few  hurried 
words  one  party  went  toward  the  head  of  the 
breakwater,  while  another,  full  of  sympathy 
for  the  Tines,  went  on  to  the  end  of  the 
point. 
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There  was  plenty  of  willing  heljD,  but  George 
Vine  had  now  recovered  from  his  swoon,  and 
rose  up  to  refuse  all  offers  of  assistance. 

"  No,  Luke,"  he  said  more  firmly  now ;  ''  I 
must  stay." 

"  But  our  child,  Louise  ?  " 

*'  She  must  stay  with  me." 

Louise  had  risen  to  her  feet  as  he  spoke, 
and  clung  to  his  arm  in  mute  acquiescence ; 
and  once  more  they  stood  watching  the  star- 
spangled  sea. 

Ten  minutes  later  a  well-manned  boat 
passed  out  of  the  harbour,  with  the  detective 
officer  in  her  bows  and  a  couple  of  the 
strongest  lights  they  could  obtain. 

Just  as  this  boat  came  abreast  of  the 
point  the  rowing  ceased,  and  a  brilliant  glare 
suddenly  flashed  out  as  the  officer  held  aloft 
a  blue  signal  light ;  and  while  the  boat  was 
forced  slowly  along  he  carefully  scanned  the 
rocks  in  the  expectation  of  seeing  his  quarry 
clinging  somewhere  to  their  face. 

The  vivid  light  illumined  the  group  upon 
the  point,  and  the  water  flashed  and  sparkled 
as  it  ran  eddying  by,  while  from  time  to  time 
a  gleaming  drop  of  golden  fire  dropped  with 
a  sharp  hissing  explosion  into  the  water,  and  a 
silvery  gray  cloud  of  smoke  gathered  overhead. 
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The  officer  stayed  till  the  blue  light  had 
burned  out,  and  then  tossing  the  wooden 
handle  into  the  water,  he  gave  his  orders  to 
the  men  to  row  on  out  toAvard  the  other  boats. 
The  transition  from  brilliant  lio-ht  to  utter 
darkness  was  startlino-  as  it  was  sudden  :  and 
as  the  watchers  followed  the  dim-looking  lan- 
terns, they  saw  that  about  a  mile  out  they 
had  paused. 

George  Vine  uttered  a  gasping  sigh,  and 
his  child  clung  to  him  as  if  both  realized  the 
meaning  of  that  halt.  But  they  were  wrong, 
for  when  the  men  in  the  detective's  boat  had 
ceased  rowing,  it  was  because  they  were  close 
abreast  of  the  luo'oer,  whose  crew  had  hailed 
them. 

"Got  him?" 

"  No.     Is  he  aboard  your  boat  ?  " 

Without  waiting  for  an  answer,  the  detec- 
tive and  his  men  boarded  the  luooer,  and,  to 
the  disgust  of  her  crew,  searched  from  end  to 
end. 

"  Lucky  for  you,  my  lads,  that  he  is  not 
here,"  said  the  officer. 

"  Unlucky  for  him  he  arn't,"  said  one  of 
the  men.  "  If  he  had  been  we  shouldn't  have 
had  you  aboard  to-night." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 
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"  Only   that    we    should   have   been   miles 
away  by  now." 

"Do  you  think  either  of  the  other  boats 
has  picked  him  up  ?  " 

"  Go  and  ask  'em,"  said  another  of  the 
men  sulkily. 

"  No,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  coastguard,  "  they 
haven't  picked  him  up." 

"  Back  !  "  said  the  detective  shortly ;  and, 
as  soon  as  they  were  in  the  boat,  he  gave 
orders  for  them  to  row  towards  the  faint  light 
they  could  see  right  away  east.  They  were 
not  long  in  coming  abreast,  for  the  boat  was 
returning. 

"  Got  him  ?  "  was  shouted. 

"No." 

"  Then  why  did  you  make  the  signal  ?  " 

The  detective  officer  was  a  clever  man,  but 
it  had  not  occurred  to  him  that  the  blue  light 
he  had  obtained  from  the  coastguard  station 
and  burned  would  act  as  a  recall.  But  so 
it  was,  and  before  lonoj  the  second  boat  was 
reached,  and  that  which  contained  Duncan 
Leslie  came  up,  the  latter  uttering  an  angry 
expostulation  at  being  brought  back  from  his 
search. 

"  It's  no  good,  Mr.  Leslie,  sir,"  said  the  fisher- 
man who  had  made  the  baro-ain  with  Vine. 
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"  Xo  good  ?  "  cried  Leslie  angrily.  "  You 
mean  you're  tired,  and  have  not  the  manhood 
to  continue  the  search." 

"  Xo,  sir,  I  don't,"  said  the  man  quietly. 
"  I  mean  I  know  this  coast  as  well  as  most 
men.  I'll  go  on  searching  everywhere  you  like  ; 
but  I  don't  think  the  poor  lad  can  be  alive." 

"Ay,  ay,  that's  right,  mate,"  growled  two 
others  of  his  fellows. 

^•'  He  was  a  o-reat  swimmer."  continued  the 
man  sadly  ;  "  but  it's  my  belief  he  never  come 
up  again." 

"  Why  do  you  say  that  ?  "  cried  the  detec- 
tive from  his  boat,  as  the  four  hung  clustered 
together,  a  singular-looking  meeting  out  there 
on  the  dark  sea  by  lantern  light. 

'•  AVhy  do  I  say  that  1  Why  'cause  he 
never  hailed  any  on  us  who  knew  him,  and 
was  ready  to  take  him  aboard.  Don't  matter 
how  good  a  swimmer  a  man  is,  he'd  be  glad 
of  a  hand  out  on  a  dark  night,  and  with  the 
tide  running;  so  o^ashlv  stronor." 

•'•'  You  may  be  right,"  said  Leslie,  '•'  but  I 
can't  go  back  like  this.  Xow,  my  lads,  who's 
for  ooino'  on  ?  " 

"  All  on  us,"  said  the  fisherm.an  who  had 
first  spoken,  and  the  boats  separated  to  con- 
tinue their  hopeless  task. 
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All  at  once  there  was  a  faint  streak  out  in 
the  east,  a  streak  of  dull  gray,  and  a  strange 
wild,  faint  cry  came  off  the  sea. 

"There!"  cried  the  detective;  "pull,  my 
lads,  pull !  he  is  swimming  still.  No,  no, 
more  towards  the  right." 

"  Swimming  ? — all  this  time,  and  in  his 
clothes  1 "  said  one  of  the  coastguard  quietly. 
"  That  was  only  a  gull." 

The  detective  struck  his  fist  into  his  open 
left  hand,  and  stood  gazing  round  over  the 
glistening  water ;  as  the  stars  paled,  the  light 
in  the  east  increased  till  the  surface  of  the 
sea  seemed  steely  gray,  and  by  degrees  it  grew 
so  light  that  near  the  harbour  a  black  speck 
could  be  seen,  toward  which  the  officer  pointed. 

"  Buoy,"  said  the  nearest  rower  laconically, 
and  the  officer  swept  the  surface  again.  Then 
there  was  a  faint  shade  of  orange  nearly  in 
the  zenith,  a  flock  of  gulls  flew  past,  and  here 
and  there  there  were  flecks  and  splashes  of 
the  pale  silvery  water,  which  ere  long  showed 
the  reflection  of  the  orange  sky,  and  grew 
golden.  The  rocks  that  lay  at  the  foot  of 
the  huge  wall  of  cliff  were  fringed  with  foam, 
and  wherever  there  was  a  break  in  the  shore 
and  some  tiny  river  gurgled  down,  a  wreath- 
ino;  cloud  of  mist  huncr  in  the  hollow. 
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Moment     by    moment    the    various    objects 
grew    more    distinct ;    black    masses    of    rock 
fringed  with  green  or  brown  sea- wrack,  about 
whi<:h  the  tide  eddied  and  played,  now  hiding, 
now  revealing  for  some  crested  wave  to  pounce 
upon  as  a  sea  monster  might  upon  its  prey. 
The  dark  slaty  rocks  displayed  their  wreaths 
of  ivy,   and   the   masses   of  granite   stood   up 
piled  in  courses  of  huge  cubes,  as  if  by  titanic 
hands,  gray  with  parched  moss,  dull  and  dead- 
looking  ;  and    then    all    at    once,   as    the    sun 
slowlv  rose  above  the   sea,  o-lorious   in   God's 
light,  sparkling  as  if  set  with  myriads  of  gems, 
the  gray  became  gold,  and  all  around   there 
was    a    scene  of  beauty  such    as    no   painter 
could  do  more  than  suggest.      Everything  was 
glorified    by    the    rising    sun  ;    sea,    sky,    the 
distant  houses,  and   shipping,  all  gleamed  as 
if    of   burnished    gold — all   was    of    supreme 
beauty  in  the  birth  of  that  new  day.     No,  not 
all :  here  and  there,  slowly  using  their  oars  as 
they  scanned   sea   and    rock,    sat    a    crew    of 
haggard  men,  while  back  on  the  golden  point 
clustered  a  crowd  watchins^  their  efforts,  and 
hanging    back    with    natural    kindly    delicacy 
from  the  group  of  three  at  the  extreme  edge 
of   the    granite    point — two    pale-faced,   gray, 
wild-eved  men,  and  the  gjirl  who  sat  crouchino^ 
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on  a  fragment  of  rock,  her  liair  loose,  lier  hands 
clasped  round  her  knees,  and  a  look  of  agonized 
sorrow  in  the  piteous  drawn  face,  ever  directed 
towards  the  east. 

"They're  all  coming  back,"  said  some  one 
close  at  hand. 

The  man  was  right ;  slowly  one  by  one  the 
boats  crept  over  the  glorious  sea  towards  the 
harbour,  Duncan  Leslie's  last. 

"  Nothing  ? "  said  Uncle  Luke  in  a  low 
whisper  as  the  coastguard  boat  was  backed  to- 
ward the  point,  and  the  detective  sprang  ashore. 

"  Nothing,  sir.  Poor  foolish,  misguided  lad  ! 
Might  have  been  my  boy,  sir.  I've  only  done 
my  duty  ;  but  this  is  a  dark  night's  work  I  shall 
never  foro^et.  I  feel  as  if  I  were  answerable 
for  his  death. ^' 

Ten  minutes  later  Duncan  Leslie  landed 
in  the  same  way,  and  laid  his  hand  upon 
Uncle  Luke's  arm. 

"  I  was  obliged  to  come  back,"  he  said ; 
*'  my  men  are  fagged  out." 

"  No  siccus  of  him  !  " 

Leslie  shook  his  head  and  spoke  in  a 
whisper. 

"  I'll  be  off  again  as  soon  as  I  can  get  a 
fresh  crew,  and  search  till  I  do  find  him.  For 
Heaven's  sake,  sir,  take  them  home  ! " 
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It  was  a  kindly  whisper,  but  Louise  heard 
every  word,  and  shuddered  as  she  turned  and 
hid  her  face  in  her  father's  breast.  For  she 
knew  what  it  meant ;  it  was  to  spare  her  the 
agonizing  sight,  when  the  sea,  according  to 
its  wont,  threw  something  up  yonder  among 
the  ruofo'ed  stones,  where,  to  use  the  fisher- 
men's  words,  the  current  bit  hardest  on  the 
shore.  She  fought  hard  to  keep  back  the 
wild  cry  that  struggled  in  her  breast ;  but  it 
was  in  vain,  and  many  a  rough  fellow  turned 
aside  as  he  heard  the  poor  girl's  jDiteous  wail 
out  there  in  the  sunshine  of  that  glorious 
morn. 

"  Harry  !  brother  !  what  shall  I  do  ?  " 

George  Vine's  lips  parted  as  he  bent  down 
over  his  child.      "  The  Lord  gave,  and — -^—  " 

His  voice  failed,  but  his  lips  completed 
poor  old  stricken  Job's  words,  and  there  was 
a  pause.  Then  he  seemed  to  draw  himself 
np,  and  held  out  his  hand  for  a  moment  to 
Duncan  Leslie. 

"  Luke  !  "  he  said  then  calmly  and  gravely. 
"  Your  arm  too.     Let  us  go  home." 

The  little  crowd  parted  left  and  right,  and 
every  hat  was  do  fifed  in  the  midst  of  a  great 
silence,  as  the  two  old  men  walked  slowly  up 
the  rough  pier,  supporting  the  stricken  girl. 
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Duncan  Leslie  followed,  and  as  they  passed 
on  through  the  narrow  lane  of  humble,  sym- 
pathizing people  of  the  port,  these  turned  in 
and  slowly  followed,  two  and  two,  bareheaded, 
as  if  it  w^ere  a  funeral  procession. 

Just  then,  high  above  the  top  of  the  grand 
cliff,  a  lark  soared  up,  sprinkling  the  air  as 
from  a  censer  of  sound,  with  his  silvery  notes 
joyous,  loud,  and  thrilling  ;  and  one  patriarchal 
fisherman,  who  had  seen  many  a  scene  of 
sorrow  in  his  time,  whispered  to  the  mate 
walking  at   his  side — 

"  Ay,  lad,  and  so  it  is  ;  midst  of  life  w^e  are 
in  death." 

"  Ah,"  sighed  his  companion  ;  "  but  on  such 
a  morn  as  this  ! " 


CHAPTEE   XIV. 

AT    THE    GEAXITE    HOUSE. 

The  Vines  liad  hardly  readied  their  home 
when  quietly  and  in  a  furtive  way  boat  after 
boat  put  off  down  the  harbour,  from  the  little 
punt  belonging  to  some  lugger,  right  .up  to 
the  heavy  fishino;- craft,  rowed  by  six  or  eio-ht 
men.  There  was  no  communication  one  with 
the  other ;  no  g-eneral  order  had  been  issued, 
but,  with  one  consent,  all  were  bent  upon  the 
same  mission,  and  hour  after  hour,  every  mass 
of  weedy  rock,  chasm,  hollow,  and  zoin  was 
scanned,  where  it  was  known  that  the  current 
was  likely  to  throw  up  that  which  it  had 
engulfed ;  but,  though  every  inch  of  shore 
was  searched,  the  task  proved  to  be  without 
avail,  and  the  brothers,  seated  together  in 
the  quaint,  old-fashioned  dining-room,  waiting 
to  be  summoned  for  the  reception  of  their 
dead,  sat  waiting',  and  without  receiving  the 
call. 

VOL.  n.  L 
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Louise  had  refused  to  leave  them,  and  hncl 
clung  to  her  father,  asking  to  be  allowed  to 
stay ;  but  no  sooner  was  the  consent  obtained 
than  it  proved  to  be  useless,  for  the  poor  girl 
was  completely  prostrated  by  the  excitement 
and  horror  of  the  past  night,  and  had  to  be 
helped  up  to  her  couch. 

And  there  the  brothers  sat  in  silence,  George 
Vine  calm,  stern,  and  with  every  nerve  on  the 
strain ;  Uncle  Luke  w^atching  him  furtively 
without  attempting  to  speak. 

When  any  words  had  passed  between  the 
brothers,  the  old  cynic's  voice  sounded  less 
^ harsh,  and  its  tones  were  sympathetic,  as  he 
^"^'strove  to  be  consolatory  to  the  sufifering  man. 
They  had  been  seated  some  time  together  in 
silence,  when  Uncle  Luke  rose,  and  laid  his 
hand  upon  his  brother's  shoulder. 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  say  to  you,  George," 
he  whispered  softly.  "  For  all  these  years 
past  I've  been,  what  you  know,  a  childless, 
selfish  man ;  but  I  feel  for  you,  my  lad — I 
feel  for  you,  and  I'd  bear  half  your  agony,  if 
I  could.'' 

George  Vine  turned  upon  him  with  a  piteous 
smile,  and  took  the  hand  resting  on  his 
shoulder. 

*'  You  need  not  speak,  Luke,"  he  said  sadly. 
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"  Do  you  think  we  have  lived  all  these  years 
without  my  understanding  my  brother,  and 
knowing  what  he  is  at  heart  1  " 

Luke  shook  his  head,  gripped  the  hand 
which  held  his  firmly,  but  could  not  speak. 

'•'  I  am  oroinGi:  to  bear  it  like  a  man,  please 
God;  but  it  is  hard,  Luke,  hard;  and  but 
for  poor  Louise's  sake  I  could  wish  that  my 
journey  was  done.'' 

"  No,  no  ;  no,  no,  George,"  said  the  brother 
huskilv.  '•  There  is,  lad,  much  to  do  here 
vet — for  you,  my  boy — for  Louise — that  poor, 
half-crazy  woman  up-stairs,  and  Uncle  Luke, 
who  is  not  much  better,  so  they  say.  No,  my,- 
boy,  you  must  fight — you  must  bear,  and  bear 
it  bravely,  as  you  will,  as  soon  as  this  first 
shock  is  over,  and  there's  always  hope — always 
hope.     The  poor  boy  may  have  escaped." 

*'  Ay,  to  where  ?  Luke,  brother,  for  Heaven's 
sake  let  me  be  in  peace.  I  cannot  bear  to 
speak  now.  I  feel  as  if  the  strain  is  too  great 
for  my  poor  braio." 

Luke  pressed  his  hand,  and  walked  slowly 
to  the  window,  from  whence  he  could  gaze 
down  at  the  boats  oroinsf  and  coming:  into  the 
harbour ;  and  he  shuddered  as  he  thought 
what  anv  one  of  them  mio^ht  brinof. 

"  Better  it  should,  and  at  once,"  he  said  to 
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himself.     "  Hell    know  no  rest   until  tliat  is 
past." 

He  turned  and  looked  in  wonder  at  tlie  door, 
whicli  opened  then,  and  Aunt  Marguerite, 
dressed  in  one  of  her  stifFest  brocades,  pale, 
but  with  her  eyes  stern  and  fierce,  entered  the 
room,  to  sweep  slowly  across,  till  she  was 
opposite  to  George  Vine,  when  she  crossed  her 
arms  over  her  breast,  and  began  to  beat  her 
shoulder  with  her  large  ivory  fan,  the  thin 
leaves  making  a  peculiar  pattering  noise  against 
her  whalebone  stiffened  bodice. 

"Don't  talk  to  him,  Margaret,"  said  Uncle 
Luke,  coming  forward.  "  He  is  not  fit.  Say 
what  you  have  to  say  another  time." 

"  Silence  !  you  poor  weak  imbecile  !  "  she 
cried,  as  her  eyes  flashed  at  him.  "  What  do 
you  do  here  at  a  time  like  this  ?  Now,"  she 
continued,  darting  a  vindictive  look  at  her 
broken-hearted  brother,  "  what  have  you  to 
,say?" 

"To  say,  Margaret?"  he  replied  piteously. 
-"  God  help  me,  what  can  I  say  ? " 

"  Nothing,  miserable  that  you  are.  The 
judgment  has  come  upon  you  at  last.  Have 
I  not  striven  to  save  that  poor  murdered  boy 
from  you — to  raise  him  from  the  slough  into 
,  which    you    plunged   him    in   your   wretched 
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degradation.  Time  after  time  I  have  raised 
my  voice,  but  it  has  been  unheard.  I  have 
been  treated  as  your  wretched  dependant,  who 
could  not  even  say  her  soul  was  her  own,  and 
with  my  heart  bleeding,  I  have  seen " 

"Margaret,  you  were  always  crazy,"  cried 
Uncle  Luke  fiercely  ;  "  are  you  raving  mad  ?  " 

"Yes,"  she  cried.  "AYorm,  pitiful  crawling 
worm.  You  are  my  brother  by  birth,  but 
what  have  I  seen  of  you  but  your  w^retched 
selfish  life — of  you  who  sold  your  birthright 
to  sink  into  the  degraded  creature  you  are,  so 
deg^raded  that  you  side  with  this  man  ao-ainst 
me,  now  that  he  is  worthily  punished  for  his 
crime  against  his  son." 

"  I  cannot  listen  to  this,"  cried  Uncle  Luke 
furiously. 

"  Let  her  speak,"  said  George  Yine  sadly  ; 
"  she  thinks  she  is  right." 

"  And  so  do  you,"  cried  Aunt  Marguerite. 
"  If  you  had  kept  the  poor  boy  a  gentleman 
all  this  would  uot  have  happened.  See  to 
what  extent  you  have  driven  the  poor,  brave- 
hearted,  noble  boy,  the  only  true  Des  Yignes. 
You,  degenerate  creature  that  you  are,  mad- 
dened him  by  the  life  you  forced  him  to  lead, 
till  in  sheer  recklessness  he  took  this  money, 
struck  down  the   tyrant   to  whom  you  made 
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him  slave,  and  at  last  caused  him  to  be  hunted 
down  till,  with  the  daring  of  a  Des  Vignes,  he 
turned,  and  died  like  one  of  his  chivalrous 
ancestors,  his  face  to  his  foes,  his " 

"  Bah ! "  cried  Uncle  Luke,  with  a  fierce 
snarl,  "his  chivalrous  ancestors!" 

''  Luke  ! " 

"I  tell  you,  George,  I'm  sick  of  the  miser- 
able cant.  Died  like  a  hero!  AVoman,  it 
was  your  miserable  teaching  made  him  the 
discontented  wretch  he  was." 

"For  pity's  sake,  Luke." 

"  I  must  speak  now,"  cried  the  old  man 
furiously  ;  "  it's  time  she  knew  the  truth  ;  but 
for  you,  wdio,  in  return  for  the  shelter  of  your 
brother's  roof,  filled  the  boy's  head  with  your 
vain  folly,  he  would  have  been  a  respectable 
member  of  society,  an  honest  Englishman, 
instead  of  a  would-be  murderer  and  thief." 

"It  is  false  ! "  cried  Aunt  Marguerite. 

"It  is  true  ! "  thundered  the  old  man,  in 
spite  of  his  brother's  imploring  looks ;  "  true, 
and  you  know  it's  true.  Died  like  a  hero, 
with  his  face  to  the  foe  !  He  died,  if  he  be 
dead,  like  a  coward,  afraid  to  face  the  officer 
of  the  law  he  had  outraged — a  disgrace  to  the 
name  of  Vine." 

Aunt  Marguerite  stood  gazing  at  him,  as  if 


AT    THE    GRA^'ITE    HOCSE.  151 

trying  to  stay  him  with  the  lightning  of  her 
eyes,  but  his  burst  of  passion  ^Yas  at  an  end, 
and  he  did  not  even  realize  that  her  vindictive 
looks  had  faded  out,  and  that  she  had  grown 
ghastly  as  a  sheet,  and  tottered  half  palsied 
from  the  room. 

For,  horrified  by  the  agony  he  read  in  his 
brother's  face,  Luke  Vine  had  seized  his  hands, 
and  was  crazing;  implorino-ly  at  him. 

''  Forgive  me,  George,"  he  whispered.  ''  I 
knew  not  what  I  said." 

"Let  me  be  alone — for  a  while,"  faltered 
his  brother.  "  I  am  weak.  I  cannot  bear  it 
now. 

But  the  strain  was  not  yet  at  an  end,  for  at 
that  moment  there  w^as  a  tap  at  the  door,  and 
Liza  entered,  looking  red-eyed  and  strange ; 
and  a  sob  escaped  her  as  she  saw  her  master's 
face. 

'''A  gentleman  to  see  you,  sir.  He  must 
see  you  at  once,"  she  stammered. 

'•'  If  you  please,  Mr.  Vine,"  said  a  short, 
stern  voice,  and,  without  further  ceremony, 
the  detective  officer  entered  the  room. 

George  Vine  rose  painfully,  and  tried  to 
cross  where  the  man  stood  inside  the  door, 
looking  sharply  from  one  to  the  other. 

"No,"  he  said  inaudibly,  as  his  eyes  seemed 
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to  grasp  everything  ;  ''they're  honest.     Don't 
know  where  he  is." 

Georo^e  Vine  did  not  cross  to  the  officer : 
his  streno'th  seemed  to  fail  him. 

o 

'•'  You  have  come,"  he  said  slowly,  as  he 
tried  to  master  a  piteous  sigh.  "  Luke,  you 
will  come  with  me '? " 

"Yes,  lad,  I'll  come,"  said  Uncle  Luke. 
Then  turning  towards  the  officer,  he  whispered, 
"  Where  did  you  find  the  poor  lad  ? " 

"  You  are  labouring  under  a  mistake,  sir," 
said  the  man.  "  We  have  not  found  him — 
yet.  My  people  are  searching  still,  and  half 
the  fishermen  are  out  in  their  boats,  but  they 
say  it  is  not  likely  that  they  will  find  him 
till  after  a  tide  or  two,  when  he  will  be  cast 
ashore." 

The  words  sounded  hard  and  brutal,  and 
Luke  gave  the  speaker  a  furious  look  as  he 
saw  his  brother  wince. 

"  Why  have  you  come  here,  then  ? "  said 
Uncle  Luke,  harshly.  "Do  you  think  he  has 
not  suflfered  enouo;h  ? " 

The  officer  made  no  reply,  but  stood,  note- 
book in  hand,  thinking.     Then  sharply  : 

"  A  person  named  Pradelle  has  been  staying 
here." 

"  Yes,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  with  a  snap  of  his 
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teeth  ;  *"'  and  if  you  had  taken  him  instead  of 
huntino'  down  our  poor  boy  you  would  have 
done  some  good. ' 

'•'All  in  good  time,  sir.  I  expect  he  was  at 
the  Ijottom  of  it  all.  Have  you  any  informa- 
tion you  can  give  me  as  to  where  he  is  likely 
to  have  gone  ?  " 

"  Where  do  all  scoundrels  and  thieves  go  to 
hide  ?     London,  I  suppose." 

•'"'  I  expected  that,"  said  the  officer,  talking 
to  Uncle  Luke,  but  watchinor  Georo-e  Vine's 
drawn.  oTief-stricken  face  the  while.  "  I  dare 
say  we  shall  be  able  to  put  a  finger  upon  him 
before  long.  He  does  not  seem  to  have  a  very 
good  record,  and  yet  you  gentlemen  appear  to 
have  given  him  a  welcome  here." 

George  Vine  made  a  deprecating  movement 
T\*ith  his  hands,  the  detective  watching  him 
keenlv  the  while,  and  evidentlv  hesitatino- 
over  something  he  had  to  say. 

"And  now,  sir,"  said  L"'ncle  Luke,  "you'll 
excuse  me  if  I  ask  you  to  go.  This  is  not  a 
time  for  cross-examination." 

"  Eh  ]  perhaps  not,"  said  the  officer  sharply, 
as  he  o'ave  the  old  man  a  resentful  Qrlance. 
Then  to  himself,  '*  AVell — it's  duty.  He  had 
no  business  to.    Lve  no  time  for  fine  feelingrs." 

"At  another  time,"  continued  Uncle  Luke, 
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''  if  you  will  come  to  me,  I  dare  say  I  can  give 
you  whatever  information  you  require." 

"  Oh,  you  may  rest  easy  about  that,  sir," 
said  the  officer,  half  laughingly,  "  don't  you  be 
afraid.  But  I  want  a  few  words  now  with 
this  other  gentleman." 

"  And  I  say  no  ;  you  shall  not  torture  him 
now,"  cried  Uncle  Luke  angrily.  "  He  has 
suffered  enough." 

"Don't  you  interfere,  sir,  till  you  are  called 
upon,"  said  the  officer  roughly.  "  Now,  Mr. 
George  Vine,  if  you  please." 

"  I  will  not  have  it,"  cried  Uncle  Luke  ;  "  it 
is  an  outrage." 

"  Let  him  speak,  brother,"  said  George  Vine, 
with  calm  dignity.     ".Now,  sir,  go  on." 

"  I  will,  sir.  It's  a  painful  duty,  but  it  is  a 
duty.  Now,  sir,  I  came  here  with  a  properly 
signed  warrant  for  the  arrest  of  Henry  Vine, 
for  robbery  and  attempted  murder." 

"Ah  !  "  sighed  Vine,  with  his  brow  wrinkling. 

"  The  young  man  would  have  resigned  him- 
self quietly,  but  you  incited  him  to  resist  the 
law  and  escape." 

"It  is  quite  true.  I  have  sinned,  sir,"  said 
Vine,  in  a  low  pained  voice,  "  and  I  am  ready 
to  answer  for  what  I  have  done." 

"  But  that  is  not  all,"  continued  the  officer. 
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"  Not  content  with  aiding  mv  prisoner  to 
escape,  you  attacked  me,  sir,  and  twice  over 
you  struck  me  in  the  execution  of  my  duty." 

"  Is  this  true,  George  ? '"'  cried  Uncle  Luke, 
excitedly. 

"  Yes,"  said  his  brother,  calmly  bending  to 
this  new  storm  :  "  yes,  it  is  quite  true." 

"  Well,  sir,  what  have  you  to  say  ? " 

"  Nothing." 

'•'  You  know,  I  suppose,  that  it  is  the  duty 
of  every  citizen  to  help  the  ofticers  of  the 
law  ?  " 

''Yes." 

'•'  And  yet  you  not  only  fought  against  me, 
but  struck  me  heavily.     I  have  the  marks." 

"  Yes  ;  I  own  to  it  all." 

"And  you  know  that  it  is  a  very  serious 
offence  ? " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  wretched  man  ;  and  he  sank 
into  the  nearest  chair,  looking  straight  before 
him  into  vacancy. 

"Well,  sir,"  said  the  officer  sharply,  "  Ym 
glad  you  know  the  consequences."  Then  turn- 
ing sharplv  on  Uncle  Luke,  who  stood  biting 
his  lips  in  an  excited  manner,  ''  Perhaps  you'll 
come  into  the  next  room  with  me,  sir.  I 
should  like  a  few  words  with  you." 

Uncle  Luke  scowled  at  him.  as  he  led  the 
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way  into  the  drawing-room,  and  shut  the  door 
angrily. 

"  Now,  sir,"  he  began  fiercely,  ''  let  me " 

"  Hold  hard,  old  gentleman ! "  said  the 
officer ;  "  don't  be  so  excitable.  I  want  a  few 
words,  and  then,  for  goodness'  sake,  give  me 
a  orlass  of  wine  and  a  biscuit.  I've  touched 
nothinor  since  I  came  here  last  nigjht." 

''  Ah  !  "  ejaculated  Uncle  Luke,  furiously  ; 
but  the  man  went  on — 

"  Of  course  it's  a  serious  tliinor  striking^  an 
officer ;  let  alone  the  pain,  there's  the  degra- 
dation, for  people  know  of  it.  I'm  sore  at 
losing  my  prisoner,  and  if  he  had  not  held 
me  I  should  have  had  the  young  fellow 
safe,  and  that  horrible  accident  wouldn't  have 
happened.'^ 

"  And  now  what  are  you  going  to  do '?  " 
snarled  Uncle  Luke  ;  "  drag  him  off  to  gaol  ?  " 

"  Going  to  act  like  a  man,  sir.  -  Think  I'm 
such  a  brute  ?  Poor  old  fellow,  I  felt  quite 
cut,  hard  as  I  am,  and  I'd  have  asked  him  to 
shake  hands  over  it,  only  he  couldn't  have 
taken  it  kindly  from  me.  You  seem  a  man  of 
the  world,  sir.  He's  one  of  those  dreamy  sort 
of  naturalist  fellows.  Tell  him  from  me  I'd 
have  given  anything  sooner  than  all  this  should 
have  happened.     It  was  my  duty  to  see  him 
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about  his  resistance  to  the  law.  But,  poor  old 
fellow,  he  was  doing  his  natural  duty  in  de- 
fence of  his  boy,  just  as  I  felt  that  I  was  doiug 
mine." 

Uncle  Luke  did  not  speak,  but  stood  holding 
out  his  hand.  The  officer  gripped  it  eagerly, 
and  they  two  stood  gazing  in  each  other's  faces 
for  a  few  moments. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Uncle  Luke  gently  ;  and 
after  a  time  the  officer  rose  to  go. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  he  said,  at  parting,  "  I  shall  stay 
down  here  till  the  poor  boy  is  found.  Some 
one  in  town  will  be  on  the  look-out  for  our 
friend  Pradelle,  for,  unless  Lm  very  much  mis- 
taken, he's  the  monkey  who  handled  the  cat's 
paws.     Good  morning." 

Uncle  Luke  stood  at  the  door  watching 
the  officer  till  he  was  out  of  sight,  and  then 
returned  to  the  old  dining-room,  to  find  his 
brother  still  gazing  into  vacancy,  just  as  he 
had  been  left. 

'"'  Xews,  Luke  '? "  he  said,  as  he  looked 
eagerly.  '"'Xo,  you  need  not  speak.  Perhaps 
it  is  better  so.  Better  death  than  this  terrible 
dishonour." 


CHAPTER   XV. 

GEORGE    VINE    ASKS    FOR    HELP. 

''  She  shall  go.  I  always  knew  she  was  a 
thief,"  said  Aunt  Marguerite,  as  she  stood  by 
her  open  window,  listening  to  a  whispered 
communication  going  on.  "  Wait  till  Louise 
can  act  like  a  woman,  and  see  to  her  house- 
keeping again,  and  that  girl  shall  go." 

She  listened  aofain,  and  could  hear  a  rous^h. 
woman's  voice  urging  something,  while  the 
more  familiar  voice  of  Liza  was   raised  acrain 

o 

and  again  in  a  whispered  protest. 

Then  followed  more  talking,  and  at  last 
there  was  a  pause,  followed  by  a  hasty 
whisper,  and  the  heavy  step  of  old  Poll  Per- 
row,  with  her  basket  on  her  back,  supported 
by  the  strap  across  her  brow.  Aunt  Mar- 
guerite had  been  to  her  niece's  door  again  and 
again,  and  tried  it  to  find  it  fastened ;  and 
she  could  get  no  response  to  her  taps  and  calls. 
She  seemed  to  feel  no  sorrow,  only  rage  against 
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all  by  whom  she  was  siiiTOunded  ;  and,  isolated 
as  it  were,  she  spent  the  afternoon  going  to 
aod  fro  between  her  own  room  and  one  which 
cTRve  her  a  o'ood  view  of  the  harbonr  mouth 
with  boats  o-oino-  and  returnine^ ;  for  the  search 
for  the  body  of  Harry  Vine  was  kept  np  with- 
out cessation,  the  fishermen  lendinor  themselves 
willingly  to  the  task,  and  submitting,  but  with 
an  ill  grace,  to  the  presence  of  the  police. 

Aunt  Marguerite,  however,  in  spite  of  her 
vindictive  feeling,  suffered  intense  grief;  and 
her  sorrow  seemed  to  deepen  the  lines  in  her 
handsome  old  face. 

'•  They've  murdered  him,  they've  murdered 
him  I ''  she  kept  on  muttering  as  she  watched 
the  passing  boats.  "  Xo  one  understood  him 
but  me." 

She  drew  back  sharply  from  the  w^indow, 
for  just  then  a  closely- veiled  figure  came 
hurriedly  into  view,  her  goal  being  evidently 
the  old  granite  house. 

Aunt  Marguerite's  eyes  sparkled  with  vin- 
dictive malice. 

'"Yes,"  she  said,  half  aloud;  "and  you  too, 
madam — you  had  your  share  in  the  poor  boy's 
death.  Oh  !  bow  I  do  hate  your  wretched 
Dutch  race." 

She   crossed    to    the    door,    and    opened    it 
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slightly,  to  stand  listening,  to  hear  voices  a 
few  minutes  later,  and  then  steps  on  the 
stairs,  which  stopped,  after  a  good  deal  of 
whispering,  at  her  niece's  door,  after  which 
there  was  a  low  tapping,  and  Liza's  voice 
arose : 

"  Miss  Louise  !     Miss  Louise  !  " 

''  Yes,  knock  again.  She  will  not  answer. 
One  of  them  has  some  pride  left." 

"  Miss  Louise,  Miss  Louise,  you're  wanted, 
please." 

There  was  no  reply,  nor  yet  to  repeated 
knocks.  There  was  a  smile  of  satisfaction  on 
Aunt  Marguerite's  face  as  she  drew  herself  up, 
and  opened  her  fan  as  if  at  some  presentation, 
or  about  to  dismiss  an  intruder  ;  but  her 
countenance  changed  directly,  and,  forgetting 
her  dignity,  she  craned  forward,  for  all  at  once 
a  pleading  voice  arose. 

''  Louise,  Louise,  for  pity's  sake  let  me  in." 

There  was  a  short  pause,  and  then  the  sharp 
sound  of  the  shooting  back  of  a  bolt  and  the 
creaking  of  a  door.  Then  it  was  closed  again, 
and  as  the  listener  threw  her  own  open  there 
came  the  faint  sound  of  a  passionate  cry  and 
a  low  sobbing. 

Aunt  Marguerite  stepped  out  into  the  pas- 
sao^e,  her  head  erect,  and  her  stiff  silk  trailing 
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noisily  behind  her,  to  go  to  her  own  room, 
but  the  way  was  barred  by  the  presence  of 
Liza,  who  was  down  on  the  floor  crouched  in 
a  heap,  sobbing  passionately,  with  her  apron 
up  to  her  eyes. 

"  Get  up  !  "  said  Aunt  Marguerite  imperi- 
ously, as  she  struck  at  the  girl's  hand  with 
her  fan. 

liiza  leaped  to  her  feet,  looked  aghast  at 
the  figure  before  her,  and  fled,  while  Aunt 
Marguerite  strode  into  her  room,  and  loudly 
closed  the  door.  As  she  passed  her  niece's 
chamber,  Louise  was  clasped  tightly  in  Made- 
laine's  arms,  and  it  was  long  before  the  two 
girls  were  seated,  hand  in  hand,  gazing  won- 
deringly  at  the  inroads  made  so  soon  by  grief. 

"  It  is  so  horrible — all  so  horrible,"  w^his- 
pered  Madelaine  at  last,  for  the  silence  was 
for  long  unbroken,  save  by  an  occasional  sob. 
Louise  looked  at  her  wildly,  and  then  burst 
into  a  passion  of  tears. 

"  Maddy ! "  she  cried  at  last,  ''is  it  all 
true  ?  " 

They  could  say  no  more,  but  sat  gathering 
comfort  from  the  sympathetic  grasp  of  each 
other's  hands. 

At  last,  in  a  dull  heavy  way,  the  words 
came,  each  sounding  as  if  the  speaker  were  in 

VOL.   II,  M 


162  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

despair,  but  willing  to  suffer  so  that  her  com- 
panion might  be  spared,  and  by  degrees  Louise 
learned  that  Van  Heldre  still  lay  in  the  same 
insensible  state,  the  awaking  from  which 
Madelaine  shrank  from  with  horror,  lest  it 
should  mean  the  return  'for  a  brief  time  of 
sense  before  the  great  final  change. 

"  I  could  not  come  to  you,"  said  Louise, 
after  a  long  silence,  as  she  gazed  wistfully  in 
her  friend's  face,  "and  thought  we  should 
never  meet  again  as  friends." 

"  You  should  have  known  me  better,"  re- 
plied Madelaine.  "It  is  very  terrible,  such  a 
— such  a — oh,  Louie,  dearest,  there  must  have 
been  some  mistake.  Harry — Harry  could  not 
have  been  so  base." 

Louise  was  silent  for  a  time.  At  last  she 
spoke. 

"  There  must  be  times,"  she  said  gently, 
"  when  even  the  best  of  us  are  not  answerable 
for  our  actions.  He  must  have  been  mad. 
It  was  when,  too — he  had — promised — he  had 
told  me — that  in  the  future — oh,"  she  cried, 
shuddering,  as  she  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands,  "  it  can't  be  true — it  cannot  be  true." 

Again  there  was  a  long  silence  in  the  room, 
whose  drawn-down  blind  turned  the  light  of  a 
sickly  yellow  hue.     But  the  window  was  open 
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and  from  time  to  time  the  soft  sea  breeze 
wafted  the  blind  inward,  and  a  bright  ray  of 
sunny  light  streamed  in  like  hope  across  the 
two  bent  forms. 

'•  I  must  not  stay  long,"  said  Madelaine. 
"  I  shiver  whenever  I  am  away,  lest " 

"  Xo,  no,"  cried  Louise,  passionately,  as  she 
strained  her  friend  to  her  breast,  "  we  will  not 
despond  yet.  All  this  comes  across  our  lives 
like  a  dense  black  cloud,  and  there  must  be  a 
oTeat  chano'e  in  the  future.  Your  father  will 
recover." 

"  I  pray  that  he  may,"  said  Madelaine. 

"  And  I  will  not  believe  that  Harry  is — 
dead." 

''  I  pray  that  he  may  be  alive,  Louie,  to 
come  some  time  in  the  future  to  ask  forgive- 
ness of  my  father.  For  I  did  love  him, 
Louie  ;  at  first  as  a  sister  might  the  brother 
with  whom  she  had  played  from  childhood, 
and  of  late  in  sorrow  and  ano^uish,  as  the 
woman  whom  he  had  always  said  he  loved.  I 
fought  with  it,  oh,  so  hard,  but  the  love  was 
there,  and  even  when  I  was  most  hard  and 
cold " 

'•'  And  he  believed  you  cared  for  Mr. 
Leslie." 

The  words  slipped  from   Louise  Vine's  lips 
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like  an  escaped  thought,  and  the  moment  they 
were  spoken,  she  shrank  away  with  her  pale 
cheeks  crimsoning,  and  she  gazed  guiltily  at 
her  companion. 

"  It  was  a  foolish  fancy  on  his  part,"  said 
Madelaine  gravely.  "  I  cannot  blame  myself 
for  anything  I  ever  said  or  did  to  your  brother. 
If  I  had  been  wrong,  my  lapse  would  have 
come  upon  me  now  like  the  lash  of  a  whip  ; 
but  in  the  long  hours  of  my  watches  by  my 
poor  father's  bed,  I  have  gone  over  it  again 
and  aofain,  and  I  cannot  feel  that  I  have  been 
wrong." 

Louise  drew  her  more  closely  to  her  breast. 

"  Maddy,"  she  whispered,  "  years  will  have 
to  pass,  and  we  must  separate.  The  pleasant 
old  days  must  end,  but  some  day,  when  all 
these  horrors  have  been  softened  by  time,  we 
may  call  each  other  sister  again,  and  in  the 
long  dark  interval  you  will  not  forget." 

"  Forget ! "  said  Madelaine,  with  a  smile 
full  of  sadness.  "  You  know  that  we  shall 
always  be  unchanged." 

'*  Going — so  soon  ?  "  exclaimed  Louise,  for 
her  friend  had  risen. 

"  He  is  lying  yonder,"  said  Madelaine.  "  I 
must  go  back.  I  could  not  stay  away  long 
from  you,  though,  without  a  word." 
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Tliey  stood  for  a  few  moments  clasped  in 
each  other's  arms,  and  then  Id  a  slow,  sad  way 
went  hand  in  hand  towards  the  door.  As  she 
opened  it  for  her  friend  to  pass  through, 
Louise  shrank  back  from  the  burst  of  sunshine 
that  flooded  the  passage,  and  placed  her  hand 
across  her  eyes.  It  was  a  momentary  act,  and 
then  she  drew  a  long  breath  and  followed  her 
friend,  as  if  her  example  had  given  the  needed 
strength,  and  acted  as  an  impetus  to  raise  her 
from  the  lethargic  state  into  which  she  had 
fallen. 

In  this  spirit  she  went  down  with  her  to 
the  door,  when,  as  their  steps  sounded  on  the 
hall  floor,  the  dining-room  door  was  thrown 
open  quickly,  and  Vine  .stood  in  the  darkeued 
opening,  gazing  wildly  at  the  veiled  figure  of 
Madelaine. 

"  Van    Heldre  ?  "    he    said,    in    an    excited 

whisper;     '"not — not "       He    could    not 

finish  his  speech,  but  stood  with  his  hand 
pressed  to  his  throat. 

"  ^ly  father's  state  is  still  unchanged,"  said 
Madelaine  gently. 

"  Then  there  may  yet  be  hope,  there  may 
yet  be  hope,"  said  Vine  hoarsely  as  he  shrank 
once  more  into  the  darkened  room. 

"Mr.   Vine,"   said  Madelaine  piteously,   as 
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she  stood  with  extended  hands  asking  sym- 
pathy in  her  grievous  trouble. 

"  My  child  !  "  he  cried,  as  he  caught  her  to 
his  breast,  and  she  clung  there  sobbing  bitterly. 
Then  he  softly  disengaged  her  hands  from  his 
neck.  "  No,  no,"  he  said  dreamily,  "  I  am 
guilty  too ;  I  must  never  take  you  to  my 
heart  again." 

"  What  have  I  done  ?  "  sobbed  Madelaine, 
as  she  clung  to  him  still. 

"  You  ?  "  he  said  fondly.  ''  Ah  !  it  was 
once  my  dream  that  you  would  be  more  and 
more  my  child.     Little  Madelaine  !  " 

He  drew  her  to  his  breast  again,  kissed  her 
with  spasmodic  eagerness,  and  then  held  out  a 
hand  to  Louise,  who  flew  to  his  breast  as  with 
an  angry,  malicious  look.  Aunt  Marguerite 
advanced  to  the  end  of  the  landing  and 
looked  down  at  the  sobbing  group. 

"  Good-bye  !  "  whispered  the  stricken  man 
hoarsely,  "  good-bye,  my  child.  I  am  weak 
and  helpless.  I  hardly  know  what  I  say  ;  but 
you  must  come  here  no  more.     Good-bye." 

He  turned  from  them  hastily,  and  glided 
back  into  the  darkened  room,  where  Louise 
followed  him,  as  Madelaine  went  slowly  down 
toward  the  town. 

Vine  was  seated  before  the  empty  grate,  his 
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head  restino:  on  his  hand,  as  Louise  went  to  his 
side,  and  he  started  as  if  from  a  dream  when 
she  touched  his  shoukler. 

"You,  my  child?"  he  said,  sinking  back. 
"  Ah  !  stay  with  me — pray  with  me.  It  is  so 
hard  to  bear  alone." 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE    OLD    WATCH-DOG. 

The  silence  as  if  of  death  reigned  for  days 
and  clays  at  Van  Heldre's  liouse,  which,  un- 
asked, old  Crampton  had  made  his  residence. 
In  a  quiet  furtive  way  he  had  taken  possession 
of  the  inner  office,  to  which  he  had  brought 
from  his  own  house  a  sofa- cushion  and  pillow, 
carrying  them  there  one  dark  night  unseen, 
and  at  times,  no  doubt,  he  must  have  lain 
down  and  slept ;  but  to  all  there  it  was  a 
mystery  when  he  did  take  his  rest. 

If  Mrs.  Van  Heldre  called  him  to  partake 
of  a  meal  he  came.  If  he  was  forgotten  he 
ate  one  of  a  store  of  captain's  biscuits  which 
he  kept  in  his  desk  along  with  his  very  strong 
tobacco,  which  flavoured  the  said  biscuits  in 
a  way  that,  being  a  regular  smoker,  he  did 
not  notice,  while  at  ten  o'clock  he  regularly 
went  out  into  the  yard  to  have  his  pipe.  He 
was  always  ready  to  sit  up  and  watch,  but, 
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to  his  great  annoyance,  lie  had  few  oppor- 
tunities, the  task  being  shared  between  Made- 
lain  e  and  her  mother. 

As  to  the  business  of  the  office,  that  went 
on  as  usual  as  far  as  the  regular  routine  was 
concerned,  everything  fresh  being  put  back 
till  the  principal  resumed  his  place  at  his 
desk.  Bills  of  lading,  the  smelting-house 
accounts,  bank  deposits,  and  the  rest,  all 
were  attended  to,  just  as  if  Van  Heldre  had 
been  there  instead  of  lying  above  between 
life  and  death.  From  time  to  time  Mrs.  Van 
Heldre  came  down  to  him  to  beg  that  he 
would  ask  for  everything  he  wanted. 

*'  I  cannot  help  neglecting  you,  ]\lr.  Cramp- 
ton,"  she  said,  with  her  hands  playing  about 
the  buttons  of  her  dress. 

"  Never  you  mind  about  me,  ma'am,"  he 
said,  admonishing  her  with  a  penholder.  "  I'm 
all  right,  and  waiting  to  take  my  turn." 

"  Yes,  yes,  you're  very  good,  Mr.  Crampton, 
and  you  will  see  that  everything  goes  on  right, 
so  that  when  he  comes  down  he  may  find  that 
we  have  not  neglected  any  single  thing." 

Crampton  frowned,  but  his  face  grew  smooth 
aorain  as  he  looked  at  the  little  anxious  coun- 

o 

tenance  before  him. 

"  Don't  you  be  afraid,  ma'am.     If  Mr.  Van 
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Helclre  came  down  to-day  everything  is  ready 
for  him — everything." 

"  Yes,  of  course,  Mr.  Crampton.  I  might 
have  known  it.  But  I  can't  help  feeling 
anxious  and  worried  about  things." 

"  Naturally,  ma'am,  naturally  ;  and  T've 
been  trying  to  take  all  worry  away  from  you 
about  the  business.  Everything  is  quite  right. 
Ah  ! "  he  said  as  the  little  woman  hurried 
away  from  the  office,  "if  Miss  Maddy  would 
only  talk  to  me  like  that.  But  she  won't  for- 
give me,  and  I  suppose  she  never  will."  He 
made  an  entry  and  screwed  up  his  lips,  as  he 
dipped  a  pen  in  red  ink  and  ruled  a  couple  of 
lines,  using  the  ebony  ruler  which  had  laid  his 
master  low.  "  Poor  girl !  I  never  understood 
these  things ;  but  they  say  love  makes  people 
blind  and  contrary,  and  so  it  is  that  she  seems 
to  hate  me,  a  man  who  wouldn't  rob  her  father 
of  a  penny,  and  in  her  quiet  hiding  sort  of 
way  worships  the  man  who  robbed  him  of  five 
hundred  pounds,  and  nearly  killed  him  as  well. 
Ah  !  it's  a  curious  world." 

"  I've — I've  brought  you  a  glass  of  wine  and 
a  few  biscuits,  Mr.  Crampton,"  said  Mrs.  Van 
Heldre,  entering  and  speaking  in  her  pleasant 
prattling  way.  Then  she  set  down  a  tray,  and 
hurried  out  before  he  could  utter  his  thanks. 
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"  Good  little  woman/'  said  Crampton. 
"  Some  people  would  have  brought  a  glass 
of  wine  and  not  the  decanter.  Well,  yes, 
ma  am,  I  will  have  a  glass  of  wine,  for  I  feel 
beat  out." 

He  poured  out  a  glass  of  good  old  sherry, 
held  it  up  to  the  light,  and  closed  one 
eye. 

"Your  health,  Mr.  Van  Heldre,"  he  said 
solemnly.  '•  Best  thing  I  can  wish  you.  Yours, 
Mrs.  Van  Heldre,  and  may  you  never  be  a 
widow.  Miss  Madelaine,  your  health,  my  dear, 
and  may  your  eyes  be  opened.  Tm  not  such 
a  bad  man  as  you  think." 

He  drank  the  glass  of  wine,  and  then  made 
a  grimace. 

"  Sweet  biscuits,"  he  said,  "  only  fit  for 
children.  Hah,  well!  Eh?  What's  the 
matter  ? " 

He  had  heard  a  cry,  and  hurrying  across 
the  office,  he  locked  the  door,  and  ran  down 
the  orlass  corridor  to  the  house. 

"  Worse,  ma'am,  vrorse  ?  "  he  cried,  as  Mrs. 
Van  Heldre  came  running  down  the  stairs  and 
into  the  dining-room,  where  she  plumped  her- 
self on  the  floor,  and  held  her  hands  to  her 
lips  to  keep  back  the  hysterical  sobs  which 
struo-ded  for  vent. 
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*'  Shall  I  run  for  the  doctor,  ma'am  ? " 

"  No,  no  ! ''  cried  Mrs.  Van  Heldre,  in  a 
stifled  voice,  with  her  mouth  still  covered. 
"  Better." 

"  Better  ? " 

She  nodded  violently. 

"  Then  it  was  very  cruel  of  you,  ma'am," 
said  the  old  man  plaintively.  "  I  thought — 
I  thought " 

Crampton  said  no  more,  but  he  walked  to 
the  window  with  his  face  buried  in  his  great 
yellow  silk  handkerchief,  blowing  his  nose 
with  a  continuity  and  force  which  became 
at  last  so  unbearable  that  Mrs.  Van  Heldre 
went  out  into  the  hall. 

She  went  back  soon  into  the  dining-room, 
where  Crampton  was  waiting  anxiously. 

"  He  looked  at  me  when  I  was  in  the  room 
with  my  darling  child,  Mr.  Crampton,  and  his 
lips  parted,  and  he  spoke  to  me,  and  I  was 
obliged  to  come  away  for  fear  I  should  do  him 
harm." 

''  Come  away,  ma'am  !  and  at  a  time  like 
that  ! "  said  Crampton,  angrily. 

Mrs.  Van  Heldre  drew  herself  up  with 
dignity. 

"  My  child  signed  to  me  to  go,"  she  said 
quietly  ;   and  then  with   her   eyes  brimming 
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over  with  tears,  "  Do  you  think  I  would  not 
have  given  the  world  to  stay  ? " 

At  that  moment  Madelaine  came  quickly 
and  softly  into  the  room. 

"He  is  sleeping,"  she  whispered  excitedly  ; 
"  he  looked  at  me  and  smiled,  and  then  his 
eyes  closed  and  he  seemed  to  go  into  a  calm 
sleep,  not  that  terrible  stupor,  but  sleep. 
IMother,  come  and  see — it  must  be  sleep." 

Old  Crampton  was  left  alone  to  begin  pacing 
the  room  excitedly  for  a  few  minutes,  when 
Madelaine  came  down  once  more. 

"  Pray  go  for  Dr.  KnatchbuU  !  "  she  cried 
piteously. 

"  But  isn't  he " 

"  AVe  do  not  know — we  are  afraid  to  hope — 
pray,  pray  go." 

*'  She  hasn't  spoken  so  gently  since  that 
night,"  muttered  Crampton,  as  he  hurried 
down  the  street.  "  Poor  girl !  it  is  very  hard ; 
and  this  may  be  only  the  change  before —  No, 
I  won't  think  that,"  cried  the  old  clerk,  and  he 
broke  into  a  run. 


CHAPTER   XVII. 

CRAMPTON   REPORTS    PROGRESS. 

"  Yes,"  said  Dr.  Knatchbull,  confidently ; 
"  he  will  get  over  it,  now.  Can't  say,"  he 
said,  rubbing  his  hands  in  his  satisfaction, 
"  whether  it's  the  doctor's  physic,  or  the 
patient's  physique,  but  one  of  them  has 
worked  wonders.  What  do  you  say,  Miss 
Van  Heldre?" 

"  That  we  can  never  be  sufficiently  grateful 
to  you." 

"  Never,"  cried  Mrs.  Van  Heldre,  wringinof 
his  hand. 

"  Bah  !  "  exclaimed  the  doctor,  "that's  what 
you  people  say  now  that  you  have  got  to  the 
turn  ;  but  by  and  by  when  I  send  in  my  bill 
— and  I  mean  to  make  this  a  pretty  stiff  one, 
Mrs.  Van  Heldre — you  will  all  be  as  grumpy 
as  possible,  and  think  it  a  terrible  overcharge." 

"  Well,  really,  Dr.  Knatchbull,"  began  Mrs. 
VaiL  Heldre,  ruffling  up    like    an    aggravated 
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hen,  "  I  am  quite  sure  my  clear  husband  will 
pay  any " 


"  ]\Iamina,  mamma,  dear  !  "  cried  Madelaine, 
smilino'  throuo;h  her  tears  :  "  can  you  not  see 
that  Dr.  Knatchbull  is  laug;hino'  at  us  ? " 

"  No,  my  dear,"  said  the  little  lady  angrily ; 
"  but  if  he  is,  I  must  say  that  it  is  too  serious 
a  matter  for  a  joke." 

"So  it  is,  my  dear  madam,"  said  the  doctor, 
taking  her  hand,  "  far  too  serious  ;  but  I  felt 
in  such  high  spirits  to  find  that  we  have  won 
the  fight,  that  I  was  ready  to  talk  any  non- 
sense. All  the  same  though,  with  some  people 
it's  as  true  as  true." 

"Yes,  but  we  are  not  some  people,"  said 
Mrs.  Van  Heldre.  "  But  now  tell  us  what  we 
are  to  do." 

"Nothing,  my  dear  madam,  but  let  him 
have  rest  and  peace." 

"  But  he  has  been  asking  for  Mr.  Crampton 
this  mornino^,  and  that  means  business." 

"  Well,  let  him  see  him  to-morrow,  if  he 
asks.  If  he  is  not  allowed,  he  w^ill  fidget, 
and  that  will  do  him  more  harm  than  seeing 
him,  only  I  would  not  let  him  dwell  on  the 
attack.  Divert  his  attention  all  you  can,  and 
keep  from  him  all  you  possibly  can  about  the 
Vines." 
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John  Yan  Heldre  did  not  ask  for  his  con- 
fidential clerk  for  two  days  more,  the  greater 
part  of  which  time  he  spent  in  sleep  ;  but  in 
the  intervals  he  talked  in  a  low  voice  to  his 
wife  or  Madelaine,  not  even  alluding  once,  to 
their  great  surprise,  to  the  cause  of  his  illness. 

''  He  must  know  it,  mamma,"  said  Made- 
laine, sadly ;  *'  and  he  is  silent,  so  as  to  spare 
me." 

At  last  the  demand  for  Crampton  was  made, 
and  the  old  clerk  heard  it  looking^  eao^er  and 
pleased. 

*'  At  last,  ma'am,"  said  Crampton,  rubbing 
his  hands. 

"  You'll  go  up  very  quietly,  Mr.  Crampton," 
said  Mrs.  Yan  Heldre.  "  If  you  would  not 
mind." 

She  pointed  to  a  pair  of  slippers  she  had  laid 
ready.  The  old  clerk  looked  grim,  muttered 
something  about  the  points  of  his  toes,  and 
ended  by  untying  his  shoes,  and  putting  on 
the  slippers. 

Madelaine  was  quite  right,  for  no  sooner  had 
Yan  Heldre  motioned  the  clerk  to  a  chair  by 
the  bed's  head,  learned  that  all  was  right  in 
his  office,  and  assured  the  old  man  that  he 
was  a-mending  fast,  than  he  opened  upon  him 
regarding  the  attack  that  night. 
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*'  "Was  that  mouey  taken  ?  "  he  said  quickly. 

"Is  it  ri'jht  for  vou  to  beo^iii  talkino-  about 
that  so  soon  'i "  replied  Crampton. 

"  Unless  you  want  me  to  go  backwards, 
yes,"  said  his  employer,  sharply.  "  There, 
aiis\ver  my  questions.  I  have  nothing  the 
matter  now  ;  only  weak,  and  I  cannot  ask 
any  one  else." 

"  I'm  your  servant,  Mr.  Van  Heldre,"  said 
Crampton,  stifiSy.      "  Go  on,  sir." 

"  That  money,   then  ?  " 

"  Gone,  sir,  evury  note.  Five  hundred 
pounds." 

''Dead  loss,"  said  Van  Heldre;  ''but  it 
must  be  repaid." 

"  Humph  !  prett}'  opinion  you  seem  to  have 
of  me,  sir,  as  a  confidential  clerk." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Crampton  ?  " 

"  Mean,  sir  ?  Why,  that  I  did  my  duty,  and 
stopped  every  note  at  the  bank  of  England  of 
course." 

"  You  did  that,  Crampton  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir;  and  those  notes  are  of  no  use  to 
anybody." 

"Capital.  Hah!  that's  better.  Five  hundred 
just  coming  on  the  other  misfortune  worried 
me.  Why,  Crampton,  that's  a  white  paper 
plaister  for  my  sore  head." 

VOL.  II.  N 
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'^  Glad  you're  satisfied,  sir." 

"More  than  satisfied.  Now  tell  me:  have 
the  police  any  notion  who  committed  the 
robbery  ? " 

Crampton  nodded. 

"  Do  you  know  ?  " 

Crampton  looked  at  his  employer  curiously, 
and  nodded  again. 

"  Have  they  taken  any  one  ? " 

"  No,  sir,"  said  the  old  man  sadly. 

"  Hah  !     That's  bad.     Who  was  it  ? " 

"  Well,  sir,  you  know  of  course  ? " 

'^  I  ?     No  ! '' 

"  You  don't  know,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  have  no  idea,  Crampton.  I  heard  a 
noise,  and  went  in  and  surprised  the  scoundrel, 
but  it  was  quite  dark,  and  as  I  tried  to  seize 
him  I  was  struck  down." 

"  And  you  mean  to  assure  me,  sir,  that  you 
don't  know  who  it  was  ? " 

"  I  have  not  the  most  remote  idea." 

"  Well  then,  sir,  I  must  tell  you  it  was  him 
who  had  been  robbing  you  ever  since  the  first 
day  he  came  to  us." 

"  Robbing  me  "?  " 

''  Well,  not  exactly  of  money  in  hard  cash 
but  of  your  time,  which  is  just  the  same. 
Time's  money.     Always  an  hour  late." 
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Van  Heldre  turned  upon  liim  fiercely. 

"  Cramp  ton,  can  you  let  your  prejudice  go 
so  far  as  to  suspect  that  young  man  ? " 

"Yes,  sir,  I  can.  .  .  .  Suspect?  No,  I  am 
sure.      I  doubted  him  from  the  first." 

'•'  It  is  monstrous.  You  were  unjust  to  liim 
from  the  first." 

'^  I,  sir  ?  " 

"  Yes.  But  then  how  can  a  man  who  has 
never  had  a  child  be  just  to  the  weaknesses  of 
the  young  ?  " 

"  I  can  be  just,  sir,  and  I  have  been.  You 
don't  know  the  supercilious  way  in  which 
that  boy  treated  me  from  the  day  he  entered 
our  office.  Always  late,  and  as  soon  as  he 
was  settled  down  to  his  work,  in  must  come 
that  scoundrel  with  the  French  name  to  ask 
for  him,  and  get  him  away.  Why,  Mr.  Van 
Heldre,  sir,  if  I  hadn't  been  a  law-abiding 
subject  of  her  Most  Gracious  Majesty  Queen 
Victoria,  I'd  have  knocked  that  man  down." 

"  Bah  !  "  said  Van  Heldre  impatiently,  as 
he  lay  back  frowning,  and  looking  very 
thoughtful.  "  I  am  sorry  that  you  should 
have  entertained  such  a  suspicion  about  the 
son  of  my  old  friend." 

"  Ah  1  "  sighed  Crampton.  "  Poor  :\Ir.  Vine  ! 
It's  heart-breaking  work,  sir.     It  is,  indeed." 

N   2 
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''  Heart-breaking  !  "  said  Van  Heldre.  "  It 
is  atrocious,  lliere,  I  will  not  speak  angrily, 
Crampton." 

"  No,  sir.  You  must  not ;  and  now  I'm 
going,  sir.  You've  talked  twice  as  muck  as  is 
good  for  you." 

"  Sit  down,"  said  Van  Heldre  sternly. 

Crampton,  who  had  moved  towards  the 
door,  slowly  resumed  his  place. 

"  I  am  not  too  weak  to  talk  about  this 
terrible  accusation.  I  am  not  going  to  say 
much  now,  only  to  ask  you  to  throw  aside 
all  this  prejudice  and  to  look  upon  the 
mishap  as  an  unfortunate  occurrence.  Come, 
Crampton,  be  a  little  broader.  Don't  be  so 
ready  to  suspect  the  first  person  you  dis- 
like, and  then  to  keep  obstinately  to  your 
opinion." 

"  Better  not  talk  any  more,"  said  Crampton 
shortly. 

"  I  must  talk,"  said  Van  Heldre,  more 
sternly.  "  Mind  this,  Crampton,  you  are 
wrong." 

The  care,  want  of  rest,  and  anxiety  had 
produced  a  state  of  acidity  in  the  old  clerk's 
organization  which  had  made  him  exception- 
ally irritable. 

^'  Wrong,  eh  ? "  he  said  sharply. 
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*'Yes;  and  T  must  call  upon  you  to  be 
careful  to  keep  these  fancies  to  yourself." 

"  Fancies,  sir  ?  " 

''Yes,  fancies,  man.  I  would  not  on  any 
consideration  have  Mr.  Vine  know  that  such  a 
suspicion  had  existed  in  my  office,  and " 

He  paused  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
held  out  his  hand  to  the  old  clerk,  who  took 
it,  and  ftdt  his  own  gripped  warm'y. 

"  Come,  Crampton,"  continued  Van  Heldre, 
smiling ;  ''  after  all  these  years  together,  I 
trust  we  are  somethino-  more  than  master  and 
man.  You  have  always  proved  yourself  a 
friend  in  the  wav  in  which  you  have  looked 
after  my  interests." 

'•'  I've  always  tried  to  do  my  duty,  Mr.  Van 
Heldre." 

"And  you  always  have  done  your  duty — 
more  than  your  duty.  Now  just  go  quietly 
down,  and  ask  Henry  Vine  to  step  up-stairs 
with  you.  I  must  have  this  put  straight  at 
once.  Crampton,  you  and  my  old  friend's  son 
must  make  a  fresh  start." 

Crampton's  fresh  countenance  grew  dingy- 
looking,  and  Van  Heldre  felt  his  hand 
twitch. 

'•'  Come,  I  tell  you  that  your  suspicions  are 
absurd,  and  I  must  have  you  two  work  well 
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together.  The  young  man  only  wants  a  little 
humouring  to  make  him  all  that  we  could 
wish.     Go  and  fetch  him  up." 

*'  He — he  is  not  here  this  morning,  sir/' 
gasped  Crampton,  at  last. 

"Not  here?" 

*'  No,  sir,"  said  the  old  man  hastily ;  and  he 
passed  the  hand  at  liberty  across  his  face. 

*'  I  am  sorry.  I  should  have  liked  to  settle 
this  now  it  is  on  my  mind." 

Crampton  looked  wildly  towards  the  door, 
in  the  hope  that  the  coming  of  wife  or 
dauofhter  would  brinor  al)Out  a  diversion. 

"  Of  course,"  said  Van  Heldre  suddenly, 
"  you  have  not  shown  the  young  man  that 
you  have  had  this  idea  in  your  head  ?  " 

Crampton  was  silent,  and  as  Van  Heldre 
looked  at  him  he  saw  that  the  great  beads  of 
perspiration  were  standing  upon  his  face. 

"  Why,  good  heavens,  Crampton,"  he  cried, 
"  you  have  not  breathed  a  word  of  all  this  to 
a  soul ?  " 

The  old  clerk  looked  at  him  wildly. 

"  Ah  !  you  are  keeping  something  back," 
said  Van  Heldre. 

"  Hush,  sir,  hush  !  "  cried  the  old  clerk  in 
alarm;  "for  goodness'  sake  don't  be  excited. 
Think  of  how  weak  you  are." 
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'''  Then  answer,"  said  Van  Helclre.  in  a 
low  whisper.  "  Tell  me  what  you  have 
(lone  ?  " 

"  I — I  did  everything  for  the  best,  sir." 

''Henry  Vine  !  You  did  not  accuse  him  of 
this  terrible  affair  ?  " 

Crampton's  face  grew  gradually  hard  and 
stern.  His  tremulous  state  passed  off,  and  he 
turned  as  if  at  bay. 

"  Cramp  ton  !  Good  heavens,  man  !  What 
have  you  done  ? " 

"  I  had  to  think  of  you  sir,  lying  here.  Of 
Mrs.  Van  Heldre,  sir,  and  of  Miss  Madelaine." 

"  Yes,  yes ;  but  speak,  man.  What  have 
you  done  ? " 

"  My  duty,  sir." 

"  And  accused  him  of  this — this  crime  ? " 

Crampton  was  silent. 

"  Are  you  mad  ?  Oh,  man,  man,  you  must 
liave  been  mad." 

Crampton  drew  a  long  breath. 

"  Do  my  wife  and  daughter  know  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Crampton  slowly. 

"  And — and  they  have  spoken  as  I  speak  ? 
They  told  you  it  was  prejudice." 

Crampton  drew  a  long  breatli  once  more. 

"  Don't,  pray  don't  say  any  more,  sir — not 
now,"  he  said  at  last  pleadingly. 
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''  They — surely  they  don't — there,  quick  ! 
Kiug  that  bell." 

"  Mr.  Van  Heldre,  sir.  Pray — pray  don't  take 
it  like  that ;  I  only  did  my  duty  by  you  all." 

*'  Duty  !  In  a  fit  of  madness  to  make  such 
a  charge  as  this  and  prejudice  others!"  cried 
Van  Heldre  angrily.  ''  Eing  that  bell,  man. 
I  cannot  rest  till  this  is  set  ri^ht." 

*'  Think,  sir,  how  I  was  situated,"  pleaded 
the  old  clerk.  "  You  were  robbed  ;  I  saw  you 
lying,  as  I  thought,  dying,  and  I  saw  the 
scoundrel  who  had  done  all  this  escape.  What 
could  I  do  but  call  in  the  police  1  " 

"  The  police  !  Then  it  is  known  by  every 
one  in  the  place  '? " 

Crampton  looked  pityingly  down  at  the 
anguished  countenance  before  him. 

"And  Henry  Vhie  ?  He  refuted  your 
charge  ?  Speak,  man,  or  you  will  drive  me 
mad." 

"  Henry  Vine  did  not  deny  the  charge,  sir. 
He  was  manly  enough  for  that." 

"  Crampton,  is  this  all  true  ?  " 

"  It  was  my  duty,  sir." 

"  He  does  not  deny  it  ?  Oh !  it  seems 
monstrous.  But  you  said  the  police ;  you 
gave  information.  Crampton — his  father — 
his  sister — my  poor  child  !  " 
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"  Is  saved  from  a  villain,  Mr.  Van  Heldre  ! " 
cried  the  old  clerk  fiercely.  ''  Better  she 
.should  have  died  than  have  married  such  a 
man  as  he." 

'•'  And  I — I  lying  here  helpless  as  a  child," 
said  the  sick  man  feebly.  "  But  this  must  all 
be  stopped.  Crampton,  you  should  not  have 
done  all  this.  Now  go  at  once,  fetch  Georg-e 
Mne  here,  and — Henry — the  young  man. 
Where  is  he  ?  " 

"  Gone,  sir,  to  answer  for  his  crime,"  said 
the  old  man  solemnly.    "Henry  Vine  is  dead." 


CHAPTEE    XVIII. 

A   TITLE    OF    HONOUK. 

Duncan  Leslie  sought  patiently  and  well, 
but  he  was  as  unsuccessful  as  the  rest,  and 
after  searching  from  a  boat  and  being  pulled 
close  in  along  the  shore,  he  rose  at  daybreak 
one  moruincr,  and  crossinof  the  harbour,  went 
up  along  the  cliff  away  to  the  east,  and  wher- 
ever he  could  find  a  place  possible  for  a  descent, 
he  lowered  himself  from  among  the  rocks,  and 
searched  there. 

The  work  was  toilsome,  but  it  was  an  outlet 
for  his  pent-up  energy,  and  he  went  on  and 
on,  reaching  places  where  the  boat  could  not 
land  him ;  Init  even  here  he  found  that  he  had 
been  forestalled,  for  hunting  along  among  the 
broken  rocks,  he  could  see  a  figure  stepping 
cautiously  from  crag  to  crag,  where  the  waves 
washed  in,  and  the  slimy  sea-wrack  made  the 
task  perilous,  the  more  so  that  it  was  the  figure 
of  a  woman,  whom  he  recognized  as  the  old 
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fisli-dealer  by  the  mauncl  hanging  on  her  back 
from  the  band  across  her  forehead. 

As  he  toiled  after  her  she  looked  round,  and 
waited  till  he  came  up,  and  addressed  him  in 
a  sirio^ino'  tone. 

"Not  found  him,  have  you,  sir?" 

Leslie  shook  his  head,  and  continued  his 
search,  seeing^  the  old  woman  on  two  alternate 
days  still  peering  about  among  the  rocks,  like 
many  more,  for  the  young  master,  and  more 
stubborn  in  her  search  than  any  of  the 
rest. 

By  slow  degrees  the  search  w^as  given  up. 
It  had  been  kept  up  long  after  what  would 
have  been  customary  under  the  circumstances, 
some  of  the  searchers  working  from  sheer 
respect  for  the  Vines,  others  toiling  on  in  the 
hope  of  reward. 

But  there  was  no  result,  and  the  last  of  the 
boats,  that  containing  Duncan  Leslie,  returned 
to  the  harbour,  after  days  of  seeking  to  and 
fro  along  the  coast. 

"  I  felt  it  were  no  good  all  along,  Mr.  Leslie 
sir,"  said  the  old  fisherman  who  had  been 
chartered  for  the  escape.  ''  Sea's  a  mystery, 
sir,  and  when  she  gets  hold  of  a  body  she 
hides  it  wliere  mortal  man  can't  find  it,  and 
keeps  it  till  she's  tired,  and  then  she  throws 
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it  ashore.     I've  watched  it  well  these  tliirty 
years,  and  one  gets  to  know  by  degrees." 

Leslie  bowed  his  head  dejectedly. 

"  Course  I  wasn't  goins;  to  say  so  before, 
sir,  because  it's  a  man's  dooty  like  to  go  on 
seeking  for  what's  lost ;  but,  mark  my  words, 
sir,  one  o'  these  days  that  poor  fellow  will  be 
throwed  up  pretty  close  to  where  he  jumped 
in.  You  mark  my  words,  he  will,  and  Poll 
Perrow  will  be  the  first  to  see." 

Leslie  thought  but  little  of  the  man's  words 
then;  in  fact  he  hardly  heard  them,  for  in 
those  hours  his  mind  was  full  of  Louise's 
sufferings,  and  the  terrible  misfortune  which 
had  come  upon  the  homes  of  those  two 
families  so  linked  together,  and  now  so  torn 
apart.  Unsuccessful  in  his  search,  he  was 
now  terribly  exercised  in  mind  as  to  what  he 
should  do  to  help  or  show  some  sympathy  for 
the  poor  girl  who,  in  the  sorrow  which  had 
befallen  her  home,  seemed  nearer  and  dearer 
to  him  than  ever. 

It  w^as  a  hard  problem  to  solve.  He  wished 
to  show  his  w^illingness  to  help,  but  he  felt 
that  his  presence  at  the  Vines'  could  only  be 
looked  upon  now  as  an  intrusion,  and  must 
inflict  pain. 

On  the  other  hand,  he  was  in  dread  lest  he 
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should  be  considered  indifferent,  and  in  this 
state  of  perplexity  he  betook  himself  to  Uncle 
Luke. 

"Nonsense,  mv  o-ood  fellow,"  said  the  old 
man  quickly;  "what  more  could  you  have 
done  { " 

"I  don't  know,"  he  said  desolately.  ''Tell 
me ;  I  want  to  help — to  serve  you  all  if  I  can, 
and  yet  I  seem  to  do  nothing." 

'•'  There  is  nothing  that  we  can  do,"  said  the 
old  man  solemnly.  "  Time  must  be  the  only 
cure  for  their  trouble.  Look  at  me,  Duncan 
Leslie ;  I  came  to  live  up  here  with  the  fewest 
of  necessities — alone,  without  wife  or  child, 
to  be  away  from  trouble,  and  you  see  I  have 
failed.  I  cannot  even  help  myself,  so  how  can 
you  expect  to  help  them  ?  There,  leave  it  all 
to  time." 

'•'  x\nd  your  brother,  how  is  he  ?  " 

Leslie  felt  that  he  had  been  speaking  for  the 
sake  of  saying  something,  and  he  bit  his  lip, 
as  the  old  man  o-ave  him  a  peculiar  look. 

"  How  is  a  man  likely  to  be  who  has  lost  a 
son  as  he  has  lost  his  ? " 

Leslie  was  silent. 

"  And  now  you  would  ask  after  my  niece, 
young  man,  but  you  feel  as  if  you  dare  not." 

Leslie  gave  him  an  imploring  look. 
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''  Broken-hearted  as  her  poor  father,  Leslie, 
seeing  nothing  in  the  future  but  one  black 
cloud  of  misery.  There,  let's  go  out  and  sit 
in  the  sunshine  and  think." 

Leslie  followed  the  old  man  without  a  word. 
He  longed  to  ask  his  advice  about  that  future, 
and  to  question  him  about  the  friend  in  France, 
for  in  spite  of  himself  he  could  not  help  feeling 
a  thrill  of  satisfaction  at  the  thought  that  for 
a  certainty  there  must  be  an  end  to  that 
engagement.  No  scion  of  a  great  house  could 
enter  into  an  alliance  with  the  sister  of  a  man 
whose  career  had  ended  as  had  ended  Harry 
Vine's. 

But  he  could  not  lay  bare  his  heart  to  that 
cynical  old  man,  who  read  him  as  easily  as  the 
proverbial  book,  and  on  whose  lip  there  was 
always  lurking  the  germ  of  a  sneering  smile. 

He  accompanied  him  then  to  his  favourite 
seat  among  the  rocks,  just  in  front  of  his 
cottage,  and  they  sat  in  silence  for  a  time, 
Leslie  hardly  caring  to  start  a  topic  lest  it 
should  evoke  a  sneer. 

*'  Let's  go  down  into  the  town,"  said  Uncle 
Luke,  jumping  up  suddenly. 

Leslie  rose  without  a  word,  and  looked 
wonderingiy  at  the  old  man,  wdio,  w^ith  his 
eyes  shaded   by  his  hands,  was  gazing  along 
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the  riio-nred  coast  towards  where,  lookinor  like 
dolls,  a  couple  of  fisliermeu  were  standing  by 
something  lying  on  a  pebbl}^  patch  of  sand. 

Leslie  looked  at  Uncle  Luke,  but  the  old 
man  avoided  his  gaze,  as  if  unwilling  to  lay 
l)are  his  thoughts,  and  together  they  walked 
pretty  cjuickly  down  the  steep  slope. 

"  Yes,"  said  Uucle  Luke  ;  "  the  doctor  sa3's 
he  will  pull  him  through." 

"Mr.  VanHeldre?" 

"  Yes.     Why  don't  you  go  and  see  him  ?  " 

"  I  have  sent  to  ask  again  and  again,  but  I 
felt  that  any  call  on  my  part  in  the  midst  of 
such  trouble  would  be  out  of  place." 

"  Walk  faster,"  said  the  old  man  excitedly, 
"if  you  can.  No.  Let  me  go  on  alone.  Look 
at  them — running.     Look  !  " 

Leslie  had  already  noted  the  fcict,  and  out 
of  respect  for  the  old  man  he  stopped  short  at 
once,  with  the  result  that  LTncle  Luke  stopped 
too. 

"Why  don't  you  come  on?"  he  cried. 
"  Good  heavens,  man,  what  can  I  do  alone  ? 
There,  there,  Leslie,  it's  of  no  use,  I  can  play 
the  cynic  no  longer.  Man  is  not  independent 
of  his  fellows.  I  never  felt  more  in  need  of 
help  than  I  do  now." 

Leslie  took  the   old  man's  arm,  and  could 
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feel  that  lie  was  trembling,  as  they  hurried  on 
down  towards  the  harbour,  which  they  would 
have  to  cross  by  the  ferry  before  they  could 
reach  the  little  crowd  gathering  round  the 
first  two  men  on  the  patch  of  sand. 

"  Keep  a  good  heart,  sir,"  said  Leslie,  gently. 
"  It  may  not  be  after  alL" 

"  Yes,  it  is — it  is,"  groaned  Uncle  Luke. 
"IVe  hung  on  so  to  the  behef  that  being  a 
clever  swimmer  he  had  managed  to  get  away  ; 
but  I  might  have  known  better,  Leslie,  I  might 
have  known  better." 

''Let's  wait  first  and  be  sure,  sir." 

"There  is  no  need.  I  don't  think  I  cared 
for  the  boy,  Leslie  ;  there  were  times  when  he 
made  me  mad  with  him  for  his  puppyism  ;  but 
he  was  my  brother's  son,  and  I  always  hoped 
that  after  a  few  years  he  would  change  and 
become  another  man." 

"  Well,  sir,  let's  cling  to  that  hope  yet." 

"No,  no,"  said  the  old  man  gloomily. 
"There  is  the  end.  He  was  no  thief,  Leslie. 
Believe  that  of  him.  It  was  his  wretched 
scoundrel  of  a  friend,  and  if  Harry  struck 
down  poor  Van  Heldre,  it  was  in  his  horror  of 
being  taken.     He  was  no  thief." 

As  they  reached  the  lowest  turn  of  the  cliff- 
path,  the  old  man  gripped  Leslie's  arm  with 
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spasmodic  violence  and  stopped  short,  for  the 
far  side  of  the  harbour  lay  before  them,  and 
they  could  see  clearly  all  that  was  going  on 
amid  the  rocks  behind. 

"  \Ye  should  be  too  late,"  he  said  huskily. 
'"'  Your  eyes  are  younger  than  mine.  That's  the 
police  sergeant  yonder  in  that  boat,  isn't  it  ?  " 

'•'  Yes." 

Uncle  Luke  stood  motionless,  watchinsf, 
and  they  could  see  that  a  boat  rowed  out 
from  the  harbour  had  gone  on,  and  put  in 
just  opposite  to  the  patch  of  the  sand  where 
that  remote  something  had  been  cast  up  by 
the  sea.  To  have  carried  it  would  have  meant 
the  use  of  a  boat  at  the  little  ferry,  and  it 
was  evident  that  the  sergeant  had  decided  to 
bring  the  sad  flotsam  and  jetsam  round  to  the 
harbour  steps. 

Leslie  felt  the  old  man's  arm  tremble,  and 
his  efforts  to  be  firm,  as  they  stood  and 
watched  the  boat  put  off  again,  after  a  few 
minutes'  delay.  Then  the  little  crowd  which 
had  collected  came  slowly  back  over  the 
rugged  shore  till  they  reached  the  eastern 
arm  of  the  harbour  just  as  the  boat  was 
coming  in,  and  a  piece  of  sail  spread  in  the 
stem  sheets  told  but  too  plainly  the  nature 
of  her  load. 

VOL.    II.  o 
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*'  Mr.  Luke  Vine/'  said  Leslie. 

"  Yes,"  cried  the  old  man,  starting  and 
speaking  in  a  harsh  way,  as  if  suddenly  brought 
back  to  the  present. 

"  Will  you  let  me  make  a  suggestion  ?  " 

The  old  man  only  stared  hard  at  him. 

"  Let  me  spare  you  this  painful  scene.  It 
may  not  be  as  you  think,  and  if  it  is  not,  it 
will  be  a  shock ;  but  if — there,  let  me  go,  and 
if  it  prove  to  be  according  to  your  fears,  let 
me  send  you  word  by  a  trusty  messenger, 
and  you  can  then  go  up  to  your  brother's 
house  and  break  the  terrible  news  as  gently 
as  you  can." 

Uncle  Luke  shook  his  head  and  began  to 
descend  the  slope,  timing  his  speed  so  as  to 
reach  the  harbour  steps  at  the  same  time  as 
the  boat. 

There  was  a  crowd  waiting,  but  the  people 
parted  respectfully  to  allow  the  old  man  and 
his  companion  to  pass,  and  the  next  minute 
Uncle  Luke  was  questioning  the  sergeant  with 
his  eyes. 

The  man  stepped  ashore,  and  gave  an 
order  or  two  which  sent  a  constable  off  at  a 
trot,  and  another  policeman  took  his  post  at 
the  head  of  the  steps,  to  keep  the  way  down 
to  the  boat. 
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''  Am  I  to  speak  plainly,  sir  ?  "  said  the 
detective  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Yes  ;  let  me  know  the  worst." 

"  I'm  afraid  it  is,  sir.  We  have  made  no 
examination  yet." 

He  did  not  finish  all  he  had  to  say  aloud, 
but  whispered  in  the  old  man's  ear.  Uncle 
Luke  made  an  effort  to  be  firm,  but  he  shud- 
dered and  turned  to  Leslie. 

"  Up  to  the  King's  Arms,"  he  said  huskily  ; 
and  taking  Leslie's  arm,  the  old  man  walked 
slowly  towards  the  w^aterside  inn  ;  but  they 
had  not  gone  half-way  before  they  encountered 
George  Vine  coming  hastily  down. 

Uncle  Luke's  whole  manner  changed. 

"Where  are  you  going?"  he  cried  half 
angrily. 

His  brother  merely  pointed  to  the  boat. 

"  How  did  you  know  ?  Who  told  you  ? " 
he  said  harshly. 

"No  one,"  was  the  calm  reply.  "Luke,  do 
you  suppose  I  could  rest  without  watching  for 
what  I  knew  must  come  ?  " 

His  piteous,  reproachful  voice  went  to  the 
heart  of  his  hearers. 

"  Tell  me,"  he  continued  earnestly,  "  Mr. 
Leslie,  the  truth." 

"  There  is  nothing  to  tell,  sir,"  said  Leslie 

O   2 
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gravely,  "  so  far  it  is  only  surmise.     Come  with 
us  and  wait." 

Their  suspense  was  not  of  long  duration. 
In  a  very  short  time  they  were  summoned 
from  where  they  were  waiting  to  another  room, 
where  Dr.  Knatchbull  came  forward  with  a 
face  so  full  of  the  gravity  of  the  situation  that 
any  hope  which  flickered  in  Duncan  Leslie's 
breast  died  out  on  the  instant  ;  and  he  heard 
George  Vine  utter  a  low  moan,  as,  arm  in  arm, 
the  two  brothers  advanced  for  the  identifi- 
cation, and  then  Luke  led  his  brother  away. 

Leslie  followed  to  lend  his  aid,  but  Uncle 
Luke  signed  to  him  to  go  back. 

He  stood  watching  them  till  they  disappeared 
up  the  narrow  path  leading  to  the  old  granite 
house,  and  a  sense  of  misery  such  as  he  had 
never  before  felt  swelled  in  the  young  man's 
breast,  for,  as  he  watched  the  bent  forms  of 
the  two  brothers,  he  saw  in  imagination  what 
must  follow,  and  his  brow  grew  heavy  as  he 
seemed  to  see  Louise  sobbing  on  her  father's 
neck,  heart-broken  at  her  loss. 

"  And  yet  I  could  not  help  clinging  to  the 
hope  that  he  had  swum  ashore,"  muttered 
Leslie,  as  he  walked  back  to  the  inn,  where  he 
found  Dr.  Knatchbull  in  conversation  with  the 
officer. 
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"  I  wish  I  liad  never  seen  Cornwall,  sir," 
said  the  latter  warmly ;  "  poor  lad  !  poor 
lad  : " 

'•'  Then  there  is  no  doubt  whatever  ? "  said 
Leslie  hurriedly. 

"  Identification  after  all  these  days  in  the 
water  is  irapossible,"  said  the  doctor ;  "  I  mean 
personal  identification." 

•'•'  Then  it  may  not  be  after  all,"  said  Leslie 
excitedly. 

The  detective  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
took  a  packet  from  a  little  black  bag.  This 
he  opened  carefully,  and  placed  before  Leslie 
a  morocco  pocket-book  and  a  card-case,  both 
stamped  with  a  gold  coronet  and  the  motto, 
J^oj/  et  Fot/,  while,  when  the  card-case  was 
drawn  open  and  its  water-soaked  contents  were 
taken  out,  the  cards  separated  easily,  and 
there,  plainly  enough,  was  the  inscription,  the 
result  of  Aunt  Marguerite's  inciting — 

'•'  Henri  Co  nit  e  des  lignes!' 


CHAPTEK  XIX. 

POLL   PERROW   GOES    A-BEGGING. 

Dark  days  of  clouds  vvitli  gloomy  days  of 
rain,  such  as  washes  the  fertile  soil  from  the 
tops  of  the  granite  hills,  leaviug  all  bare  and 
desolate,  with  nothing  to  break  the  savage 
desolation  of  the  Cornish  prospect  but  a  few 
projecting  blocks,  and  here  and  there  a  grim- 
looking,  desolate  engine-house  standing  up 
like  a  rough  mausoleum  erected  to  the  memory 
of  so  much  dead  coin. 

There  were  several  of  these  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Hakemouth,  records  of  mining 
adventures  where  blasting  and  piercing  had 
gone  on  for  years  in  search  of  that  rich  vein 
of  copper  or  tin,  which  ex]3erts  said  existed  so 
many  feet  below  grass,  but  which  always 
proved  to  be  a  few  feet  lower  than  was  ever 
reached,  and  instead  of  the  working  leading 
to  the  resurrection  of  capital,  it  only  became 
its  grave. 
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The  raiu  fell,  and  on  the  third  day  the 
wind  beat,  and  much  soil  was  washed  down 
into  the  verdant,  ferny  gullies,  and  out  to 
sea.  The  waves  beat  and  eddied  and  churned 
up  the  viscous  sea- wrack  till  the  foam  was 
fixed  and  sent  flying  in  balls  and  flakes  up  the 
rocks  and  over  the  fields,  where  it  lay  like 
dirty  snow. 

In  and  out  of  the  caverns  the  sea  rushed  and 
bellowed  and  roared,  driving  the  air  in  before 
it,  till  the  earth  seemed  to  quiver,  and  the 
confined  air  escaped  with  a  report  like  that  of 
some  explosion.  Then  the  gale  passed  over, 
the  stars  came  out,  and  in  the  morning,  save 
that  the  sea  looked  muddy  instead  of  crystal 
clear  and  pure,  all  was  sunshine  and  joy. 

During  the  storm  there  had  been  an  inquest, 
and  with  the  rain  pouring  down  till  there  were 
inches  of  water  in  the  grave,  the  body  of  the 
unfortunate  man  was  laid  to  rest. 

Ducan  Leslie  had  been  busy  for  a  couple 
of  hours  in  a  restless,  excited  way,  till,  happen- 
ing to  look  down  from  up  by  his  engine-house, 
he  caught  sight  of  a  gray -looking  figure  seated 
upon  a  stone  by  the  clifl'-path.  Giving  a  few 
orders,  he  hurried  along^  the  track. 

Uncle  Luke  saw  him  coming,  out  of  the 
corner  of  one  eye,  but  he  did  not  move,  only 
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sat  with  his  hands  resting  upon  his  stick, 
gazing  out  at  the  fishing-boats,  which  seemed 
to  be  revelling^  in  the  calm  and  sunshine,  and 
gliding  out  to  sea. 

"  Good  morning.'' 

"  Bah  !  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said  Uncle 
Luke,  viciously.     "There  isn't  such  a  thing." 

"  No  ? "  said  Leslie,  smiling  sadly. 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind.  Life's  all  a  mistake. 
The  world's  a  round  ball  of  brambles  with  a 
trouble  on  every  thorn.  Young  Harry  has 
the  best  of  it,  after  all.     Get   wet  ? " 

"  Yesterday  at  the  funeral  ?     Yes,  very." 

"Hah!  Saw  you  were  there.  Horrible 
day.     Well,  good  job  it's  all  over." 

Leslie  was  silent,  and  stood  watching  the 
old  man. 

"  Something  ujDset  you  ?  "  he  said  at  last. 

"  Upset  me  ?  Do  you  think  it's  possible 
for  me  to  go  to  my  brother's  without  being 
upset  ? " 

"  No,  no.  It  has  been  a  terrible  business  for 
you  all." 

■'Wasn't  talking  about  that,"  snapped  out 
Uncle  Luke.  "  That's  dead  and  buried  and 
forgotten." 

"  N05  sir  ;  not  forgotten." 

''  I  said,  '  and  forgotten.' " 
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Leslie  bowed. 

"  Confound  that  woman  !  "  continued  Uncle 
Luke,  after  a  pause.  '"'  Talk  about  Huguenot 
martyrs,  sir ;  my  brother  George  and  that  girl 
have  lived  a  life  of  martyrdom  putting  up  with 
her." 

"  She  is  old  and  eccentric." 

"  She  has  no  business  to  be  old  and  eccentric. 
Nobody  has,  sir ;  unless — unless  he  shuts  him- 
self up  all  alone  as  I  do  myself.  I  never 
w^orry  any  one ;  I  only  ask  to  be  let  alone. 
There,  you  needn't  sneer." 

'•'  I  did  not  sneer,  sir." 

"  No,  you  didn't,  Leslie.  I  beg  pardon. 
"You're  a  good  fellow^,  Leslie.  True  gentle- 
man. No  man  could  have  done  more  for  us. 
But  only  to  think  of  that  woman  attacking 
poor  George  and  me  as  soon  as  we  got  back 
from  the  funeral.  Abused  him  for  desjradinoj 
his  son,  and  driving  him  to  his  terrible  death. 
It  was  horrible,  sir.  Said  she  would  never 
forgive  him,  and  drove  Louise  sobbing  out  of 
the  room." 

Duncan  Leslie  wdnced,  and  L^ncle  Luke 
gave  him  a  stern  look. 

"  Ah,  fool — fool — fool !  "  he  exclaimed. 
"Can't  you  keep  out  of  those  trammels? 
Louise  ?      Yes,  a  nice   girl — now ;    but  she'll 
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grow  up  exactly  like  lier  aunt.  We're  a  half- 
mad  family,  Leslie.     Keep  away  from  us." 

'•'Mr.  Luke  Vine " 

"No,  no.  You  need  not  say  anything. 
Be  content  as  you  are,  young  man.  Women 
are  little  better  than  monkeys,  only  better- 
looking.  Look  at  my  sister.  Told  George 
last  night  that  he  was  living  under  false 
pretences,  because  he  signed  his  name  Vine. 
Bah  !  she's  an  idiot.     Half  mad." 

He  turned  sharply  round  from  gazing  out 
to  sea,  and  looked  keenly  in  Leslie's  face. 

"  Very  well,"  he  said  quickly.  "  1  don't 
care  if  you  think  I  am." 

''  Eeally,  Mr.  Luke  Vine,  I " 

"  Don't  trouble  yourself  to  say  it.  You 
thought  I  wasn't  much  better  than  my  sister. 
I  could  see  you  did.  Very  well ;  perhaps  I 
am  not,  but  I  don't  go  dancing  my  lunacy  in 
everybody's  face.  Ah,  it's  a  queer  world, 
Leslie." 

"  No,  sir ;  it  is  the  people  who  are  queer." 

"  Humph  !  That's  not  bad  for  you,  Leslie. 
Yes ;  you  are  about  right.  It  is  the  people 
who  are  queer.  I'm  a  queer  one,  so  my  folks 
think,  because  I  sent  my  plate  to  the  bank, 
had  my  furniture  in  a  big  town  house  sold, 
and  came  to  live  down  here.     My  sister  says, 
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to  disgrace  them  all.  There,  I'm  better  now. 
AYant  to  speak  to  me  ?  " 

"  N — no,  nothing  very  particular,  Mr. 
Vine." 

Uncle  Luke  tightened  his  lips,  and  stared 
fiercely  out  to  sea. 

"  Even  he  can't  tell  the  truth,"  he  said. 
"  Stupid  fellow  !  Just  as  if  I  couldn't  read 
him  throuo^h  and  throuo-h." 

The  meeting  was  assuming  an  unpleasant 
form  when  there  was  a  diversion.  Poll  Perrow 
coming  slowly  up,  basket  on  back,  examining 
each  face  keenly  with  her  sharp,  dark  eyes. 

"  Morning,  Master  Leslie,"  she  said  in  her 
sing-song  tone.  '^  Nice  morning,  my  son. 
Morning,  Master  Luke  A^ine,  sir.  Got  any 
fish  for  me  to-day  ? " 

Leslie  nodded  impatiently ;  Uncle  Luke 
did  not  turn  his  head. 

"  I  said  to  myself,"  continued  the  old 
woman,  "  Master  Luke  Vine  saw  that  shoal 
of  bass  ofi"  the  point  this  morning,  and  hell 
be  sure  to  have  a  heavy  basket  for  me  of  what 
he  don't  want.  D  essay  I  can  sell  you  one, 
Mr.  Leslie,  sir." 

"  Can't  you  see  when  two  gentlemen  are 
talking  ?  "  said  Uncle  Luke,  snappishly.  "  Go 
away." 
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"  Ay,  that  I  will,  Master  Luke,  only  let's 
have  the  fish  first." 

''  I  told  you  I  haven't  been  fishing." 

"  Nay,  not  a  word,  Master  Luke.  Now,  did 
he,  Master  Leslie  ?  No  fish,  and  I've  tramped 
all  the  way  up  here  for  nothing." 

"  Shouldn't  have  come,  then." 

"  It's  very  hard  on  a  poor  woman,"  sighed 
Poll,  sinking  on  a  stone,  and  resting  her  hands 
on  her  knees,  her  basket  creaking  loudly. 
"All  this  way  up  and  no  fish." 

"  No  ;    be  oflf." 

"  Iss,  Master  Luke,  I'll  go ;  but  you've 
always  been  a  kind  friend  to  me,  and  I'm 
going  to  ask  a  favour,  sir.  I'm  a  lone  woman, 
and  at  times  I  feel  gashly  ill,  and  I  thought 
if  you'd  got  a  drop  of  wine  or  sperrits " 

"  To  encourage  you  in  drinking." 

"  Now  listen  to  him,  what  hard  things  he 
can  say,  Master  Leslie,  when  I'm  asking  for 
a  little  in  a  bottle  to  keep  in  the  cupboard  for 
medicine." 

"  Go  and  beg  at  my  brother's,"  snarled 
Uncle  Luke. 

"  How  can  I,  sir,  with  them  in  such  trouble  ? 
Give  me  a  drop,  sir  ;  'bout  a  pint  in  the 
bottom  of  a  bottle." 

"  Hear  her,  Leslie  ?     That's  modest.     What 
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would  her  ideas  be  of  a  fair  quantity  ?  Tiiere, 
you  can  go,  Poll  Perrow.  You'll  get  no  spirits 
or  wine  from  me." 

"  Not  much,  sir,  only  a  little." 

"  A  little  ?  Ask  some  of  your  smuofoiino- 
friends  that  you  go  to  meet  out  beyond  the 
East  Town." 

The  woman's  jaw  dropped,  and  Leslie  saw 
that  a  peculiar  blank  look  of  wonder  came 
over  her  countenance. 

"  Go  to  meet— East  Town  ?  " 

''Yes  ;  you're  always  stealing  out  there  now 
before  daybreak.     I've  watched  you." 

"  Now  think  of  that.  Master  Leslie,"  said 
the  woman  with  a  forced  laugh.  "  I  go  with 
my  basket  to  get  a  few  of  the  big  mussels 
yonder  for  bait,  aud  he  talks  to  me  like  that. 
There,  see,"  she  continued,  swinging  round  her 
basket  and  taking  out  a  handful  of  the  shell- 
fish, ''that's  the  sort,  sir.  Let  me  leave  you 
a  few,  Master  Luke  Vine." 

"  I  don't  believe  you,  Poll.  It  would  not 
be  the  first  time  you  were  in  a  smuggling 
game.     Eemember  that  month  in  prison  ?  " 

"  Don't  be  hard  on  a  poor  woman,"  said 
Poll.  "  It  was  only  for  hiding  a  few  kegs  of 
brandy  for  a  poor  man." 

"Yes,  and  you're  doing  it  again.     I  shall 
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just  say  a  word  to  the  coast-guard,  and  tell 
them  to  have  an  eye  on  some  of  the  caves 
yonder." 

"  No,  no  :  don't,  Master  Luke,  sir,"  cried 
the  woman,  rising  excitedly,  and  making  the 
shells  in  her  basket  rattle.  "  You  wouldn't  be 
so  hard  as  to  get  me  in  trouble." 

''  There,  Leslie,"  he  said  with  a  merry  laugh ; 
"  am  I  right  ?  Nice,  honest  creature  this ! 
Cheatino;  the  revenue.  If  it  was  not  for 
such  women  as  this,  the  fishermen  wouldn't 
smuggle." 

"But  it  doesn't  do  any  one  a  bit  of  harm. 
Master  Luke,  sir.  You  won't  speak  to  the 
coast-guard  ? " 

"  Indeed,  but  I  will,"  cried  Uncle  Luke, 
"and  have  you  punished.  If  you  had  been 
honest  your  daughter  wouldn't  have  been 
charged  with  stealing  down  at  my  brother's." 

"  And  a  false  charge  too,"  cried  the  woman, 
ruffling  up  angrily.  Then  changing  her 
manner,  "  Now,  Master  Luke,  you  wouldn't 
be  so  hard.  Don't  say  a  word  to  the  coast- 
guard." 

"  Not  speak  to  them  ?  Why,  time  after 
time  I've  seen  you  going  off  after  some  game." 

"And  more  shame  for  you  to  watch.  I 
didn't  spy  on  you  when  you  were  down  the 
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town  of  a  nio'iit,  and  I  used  to  run  ao^ainst 
you  in  the  dark  lanes  by  the  harbour." 

Uncle  Luke  started  up  with  his  stick  in  his 
hand,  and  a  curious  gray  look  in  his  face. 

"  Saw — saw  me  !  "  he  cried  fiercely.  ''  Why, 
you — but  there,  I  will  not  get  out  of  temper 
with  such  a  woman.  Do  you  hear  ?  Go,  and 
never  come  here  ao-ain." 

"  Very  well,  Master  Luke,  sir,  I'm  going 
now,"  said  the  woman,  as  she  adjusted  the 
strap  across  her  forehead ;  "  but  you  won't  be 
so  hard  as  to  speak  to  the  coast-guard.  Don't 
sir,  please." 

The  woman  spoke  in  a  low,  appealing  w^ay , 
and  after  trying  in  vain  to  catch  Luke  Vine's 
eye,  she  went  slowly  up  the  hill. 

"  Bad  lot — a  bad  family,"  muttered  L^ncle 
Luke  uneasily,  as  he  glanced  sharply  up  at 
Leslie  from  time  to  time.  "  Good  thing  to 
rid  the  place  of  the  hag.  Begging  at  my 
brother's  place  for  food  and  things  every  time 
I've  been  there.  Yes.  Good  morning,  Leslie, 
crood  mornino\" 

He  nodded  shortly  and  went  into  the 
cottage,  cutting  short  all  further  attempts  at 
being  communicative. 

Leslie  walked  steadily  back  up  the  hill  to 
his  works,  and  had  not  been  at  his  office  ^ve 
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minutes  before  Poll  Perrow's  basket  was 
creaking  outside. 

''I  know  you  won't  be  so  gashly  hard  on 
a  poor  woman,  Master  Leslie,"  she  said.  "  It 
arn't  true  about  me  getting  brandy,  sir.  Let 
me  have  a  drop  in  the  bottom  of  a  bottle,  sir. 
You'll  never  miss  it,  and  you  don't  know 
what  good  you'll  do  a  poor  soul  as  wants  it 
bad." 

^'Look  here,"  said  Leslie,  "I'll  give  you 
some  on  one  condition  ;  that  you  do  not  come 
here  ao;ain  to  besj." 

"  Not  if  I  can  help  it,  sir ;  but  a  well-oflf 
gentleman  like  you  will  never  miss  a  drop. 
A  pint  will  be  plenty,  sir,  in  as  small  a  bottle 
as  you  can." 

Leslie  could  not  help  laughing  at  the 
woman's  impudence,  but  he  said  nothing,  only 
went  into  the  house  and  returned  with  a  pint 
bottle  filled  with  the  potent  spirit. 

''  And  bless  you  for  it.  Master  Leslie ! " 
cried  Poll  Perrow,  with  her  eyes  sparkling. 
*'  Now,  sir,  only  one  little  thing  more." 

''  No,"  said  Leslie,  sternly.  "  I  have  given 
you  what  you  asked  ;  now  go." 

"  I  only  want  you  to  put  in  a  word  for  me 
to  Master  Luke,  sir.  Don't  let  him  speak  to 
the  coast-guard." 
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"  Don't  be  alarmed ;  the  old  man  is  too 
good-hearted  to  do  anything  of  the  kind. 
But  I  should  advise  you  to  give  up  all  such 
practices.     There  :  good-day." 

"  Good-day,  and  bless  you,  my  son  ! "  cried 
Poll  eagerly.     "  I  shan't  forget  this." 

"  I  ^Yas  foolish  to  oive  it  to  her,"  said  Leslie 
to  himself,  as  he  watched  the  woman's  slowly 
retiring  figure  ;  and  then  he  turned  his  eyes 
in  the  direction  of  the  Vines',  as  it  stood 
peaceful  and  bright -looking  on  its  shelf  by  the 
cliff,  across  the  intervening  valley. 

"Might  venture  to-night.  Surely  they 
would  not  think  it  intrusive  ?     Yes  :  I  will." 

Duncan  Leslie  felt  better  after  coming  to 
this  determination,  and  went  busily  about  his 
work  at  the  mine. 

Poll  Perrow  went  straight  down  into  the 
little  town  and  then  np  the  path  at  the  back, 
trudging  steadily  along  and  at  a  very  good 
pace,  till  she  saw  about  fifty  yards  in  front  a 
figure  going  in  the  same  direction. 

"  Miss  Madlin  ! "  she  said  to  herself.  ''  Fd 
know  her  walk  anywhere.  And  all  in  black, 
too.     Ah  ! " 

Poll  Perrow  stopped  short  with  her  mouth 
open. 

"  How  horrid  !  "  she  ejaculated.     "  It  killed 
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him  then,  after  all.  Poor  Master  Van  Helclre  ! 
Poor  Master  Harry  Vine  !  " 

She  rubbed  a  tear  away  witli  her  rough 
brown  hand.  Then  starting  up,  she  made  the 
mussels  in  her  basket  rattle. 

"  What  nonsense  !  "  she  said.  "  Why,  Master 
Crampton  told  me  last  night,  and  down  the 
street,  that  Master  Van  Heldre  was  much 
better,  and  he  couldn't  ha'  died  and  Miss 
Madlin  gone  in  mourning  since  last  night. 
They  couldn't  ha'  got  the  gownd  made." 

By  this  time  Madelaine  had  reached  the 
Vines'  gate  and  gone  in. 

''  Phew  !  " 

Poll  Perrow  gave  vent  to  a  low  whistle, 
something  like  the  cry  of  a  gull. 

"  Why,  I  know  ! "  she  muttered.  "  Miss 
Madlin's  gone  into  mourning  all  along  o' 
Master  Harry.  Then  my  Liza's  a  great  goose. 
She  was  fond  of  him  after  all.  Why  !  only 
to  think  ! " 

She  turned  off  down  a  narrow  path,  so  as 
to  get  round  to  the  back  door,  where  she  was 
met  by  Liza,  looking  very  red  and  angry. 

"  Now,  what  have  you  come  for  again  ?  I 
saw  you  coming  as  I  let  Miss  Madlin  in,  and 
it's  too  bad." 

"  Oh,    Liza,    Liza ! "    said    the    fish  woman. 
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''  what  a  wicked  girl  you  are  to  talk  to  your 
poor  mother  like  that !  " 

'■  I  don't  care  whether  it's  wicked  or  whether 
it  arn't  wicked,  but  I  just  tell  you  this  :  if 
you  come  begging  again,  you  may  just  go 
back,  for  you'll  get  nothing  here.  It's  dis- 
graceful ;   you  taking  to  that." 

"  No,  no,  not  begging,  my  dear,"  said  Poll, 
staring  at  her  daughter's  red-brow^n  face,  as  if 
lost  in  admiration.  "  Lor,  Liza,  what  a  hansum 
gal  you  do  grow  !  " 

"  Now,  do  adone,  mother,  and  don't  talk 
like  that." 

"  I  can't  help  it,  Liza.  I  wonder  half  the 
fisher-lads  in  port  arn't  half  mad  after  you." 

"  Now,  mother,  be  quiet ;  you'll  have  Miss 
Marofreet  hear  !  " 

o 

"  Nay,  she'll  be  down-stairs  with  the  com- 
pany, won't  she  ?  Yes,  Liza,  you  do  grow 
more  and  more  hansum  every  day." 

"  Then  you  ouQ;h.tn't  to  tell  me  so,  mother. 
It'll  only  make  me  prouder  than  I  am.  Now, 
what  do  you  want  again  ?  This  is  four  times 
you've  been  here  this  week." 

"  Is  it,  my  dear  ?  Well,  you  see,  I've  got 
some  of  them  big  mussels  as  you're  so  fond 
on,  and  I  brought  you  a  few^  to  cook  for  your 
supper." 

P   2 
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"  It's  very  good  of  you.  Well,  there  :  give 
them  to  me,  and  do  please  go." 

''  Yes,  my  dear,  there  you  are.  That's 
right.  Haven't  got  a  bit  o'  cold  meat,  and  a 
bit  o'  bread  you  could  give  me,  have  you, 
Liza  ? " 

'*  No,  I  haven't,  mother ;  and  you  ought  to 
be  ashamed  to  ask." 

"  So  I  am,  my  dear,  almost.  But  you  have 
got  some,  or  half  a  chicken  and  some  ham." 

"  Chicken  !     Oh,  the  idea  !  " 

"  Yes.  There's  a  good  girl ;  and  if  there's 
a  bit  o'  cold  pudden,  or  anything  else,  let's 
have  it  too.     Put  it  all  tos^ether  in  a  cloth." 

"  Now,  mother,  I  won't.  It's  stealing,  and 
I  should  feel  as  if  I'd  stole  it." 

"  Oh,  what  a  gal  you  are,  Liza !  Why, 
didn't  I  wash  and  iron  and  bring  home  that 
last  napkin,  looking  white  as  snow  ? " 

'^Yes,  but " 

''  And  so  I  will  this." 

"  But  you  won't  bring  back  the  cold  chicken 
and  ham,"  retorted  Liza. 

"  Why,  how  could  I,  my  dear  ?  You  know 
they  won't  keep." 

"  AVell,  once  for  all,  mother,  I  won't,  and 
there's  an  end  of  it." 

''  You'll  break  my  heart,  Liza,  'fore  you've 
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done,"  wliiinpered  the  fishwoman.  "  Think 
o'  the  days  and  days  as  I've  carried  you  'bout 
in  this  very  basket,  when  I've  been  out 
gathering  mussels  or  selling  fish." 

"  Now,  don't  talk  stuff,  mother.  You  weared 
out  half-a-dozen  baskets  since  then." 

"  P'r'aps  I  have,  Liza,  but  I  haven't  weared 
out  the  feeling  that  you're  my  gal,  as  lives 
here  on  the  fat  o'  the  land,  and  hot  puddens 
every  day,  and  refuses  to  give  your  poor 
mother  a  bit  o'  broken  wittle  to  save  her  from 
starving.     Oh  ! " 

"  Mother,  don't !  "  cried  Liza,  stamping  her 
foot.  "  If  you  cry  like  that  they'll  hear  you 
in  the  parlour." 

'•'Then  give  me  a  bit  o'  something  to  eat, 
and  let  me  go." 

*'  I  won't,  and  that's  flat,  mother." 

"  Then  I  shall  sit  down  on  the  front  door- 
step, and  I'll  wait  till  Miss  Louie  comes ;  and 
she'll  make  you  give  me  something.  No,  I 
won't ;  I'll  stop  till  cook  comes.   Where  is  she  ?  " 

"  A-cleaning  herself." 

''Then  I  shall  wait." 

"  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear ! "  cried  Liza,  stamp- 
ing about,  and  speaking  in  a  tearful  whisper. 
"  I  do  wish  I  never  hadn't  had  no  mother, 
that  I  do." 
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"  There's  a  ungrateful  gal,"  said  the  fish- 
woman  ;  "  and  you  growed  up  so  beautiful, 
and  me  so  proud  on  you/' 

^'  Well,  will  you  promise  to  go  away,  mother, 
and  never  come  and  ask  no  more  if  I  give  you 
something  this  time  ?  " 

"To  be  sure  I  will,  my  dear,  of  course. 
There,  be  quick,  before  any  one  comes,  and 
do  it  up  neat  in  a  napkin,  there's  a  good  gal, 
and  I'll  bring  you  a  lobster  next  time  I  come." 

"  There,  now,  and  you  promised  you  wouldn't 
come  no  more." 

"  Ah,  well,  I  won't  then,  my  dear." 

"  Then  I'll  get  you  a  bit  this  time  ;  but 
mind,  never  no  more." 

''No,  never  no  more,  my  beauty.  Only 
be  quick." 

Liza  disappeared,  and  Poll  Perrow  took 
off  her  basket  and  sat  down  on  the  edge, 
rubbing  her  knees  and  laughing  heartily  to 
herself,  but  smoothing  her  countenance  agairj 
directly,  as  she  heard  her  daughter's  step. 

"  There,  mother,"  whispered  Liza,  "  and  I 
feel  just  as  if  there  was  the  police  after  me, 
same  as  they  was  after  Master  Harry.  This 
is  the  last  time,  mind." 

"Yes,  my  beauty,  the  last  time.  What  is 
there  ?  " 
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''Xo,  no,  don't  open  it,"  cried  the  girl,  lay- 
ing her  hand  sharply  upon  the  parcel  she  had 
given  to  her  mother.  "  There's  half  a  pork  pie, 
and  a  piece  of  seed  cake,  and  a  bit  o'  chicken." 

''  Any  bread  ?  " 

''Yes,  lots.  Xow  hide  it  in  yonr  basket, 
and  go." 

''  To  be  sure  I  will,  Liza."  And  the  white 
napkin  and  its  contents  were  soon  hidden 
under  a  piece  of  fishing-net.  "  There,  good- 
bye, my  dear.  You'll  be  glad  you've  helped 
your  poor  old  mother,  that  you  will,  and — 
Good  mornin',  ]\Iiss  Maro^reet." 

"  Put  that  basket  down,"  sakl  the  old  lady 
sharply,  as  she  stood  gazing  impei^iously  at 
the  detected  pair. 

"  Put  the  basket  down,  miss  ?  " 

"  Yes,  directly.  I  am  glad  I  came  down 
and  caught  you  in  the  act.  Shameful !  Dis- 
graceful !  Liza,  take  out  that  parcel  of  food 
stolen  from  my  brother." 

"  Xo,  no,  Miss  Margreet,  only  broken  wittles, 
as  would  be  thrown  away." 

"  Quick  !     Take  it  out,  Liza.     Xow  go." 

Liza  stooped  down,  sobbing,  and  pulled  the 
bundle  out  of  the  basket. 

"  I  always  said  you'd  be  the  ruin  of  me, 
mother,"  she  sobbed. 
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"  No,  no,  my  dear,"  cried  the  woman ; 
^'  Miss  Margreet  won't  be  hard  on  us.  Let 
me  have  it,  miss,  do,  please." 

"  Go  aw^ay  ! "  cried  Aunt  Marguerite  fiercely. 

"  Pray,  pray  do,  miss,"  cried  the  woman 
imploringly. 

"Go  away,  I  say  ! "  cried  Aunt  Marguerite, 
"  and  if  you  set  foot  on  these  premises  again, 
you  shall  leave  with  the  police.     Go  !  " 

Poor  Liza  stood  inside  the  door,  sobbing, 
with  the  bundle  of  good  things  neatly  pinned 
up  in  her  hand,  while  Aunt  Marguerite  stood 
pointing  imperiously  with  her  closed  fan,  as 
if  it  were  a  sceptre,  till  Poll  Perrow,  with 
her  basket  swung  once  more  upon  her  back, 
disappeared  out  of  the  gate. 

"  Now,  madam,"  said  Aunt  Marguerite,  "  the 
moment  that  young  person  in  the  drawing- 
room  has  gone,  you  shall  receive  your  dismissal, 
and  in  disgrace." 


CHAPTER  XX. 

A    MEETING    IX    PAIX. 

George  Vine  sat  in  liis  easy-chair  in  front 
of  the  fire-pkee,  gazing  at  the  cut  paper 
ornaments  and  willow  shavings,  and  seeing 
in  them  the  career  of  his  son,  and  the  dismal 
scene  in  the  churchyard,  with  the  raiu  falHng 
and  making  little  pearls  on  the  black  coffin 
cloth. 

He  had  not  spoken  for  hours,  but  from 
time  to  time,  as  Louise  laid  her  hand  upon 
his  arm,  he  had  slowly  taken  and  pressed  it 
between  his  own  before  raising  it  with  a  sigh 
to  his  lips. 

"Don't  speak  to  me,  my  darling,"  he  had 
pleaded  to  her  when  he  first  took  his  place 
there  that  morning.     "  I  want  to  think." 

She  had  respected  his  prayer,  and  in  her 
endeavours  to  take  her  thoughts  from  the 
horrors  which  oppressed  her  she  had  stolen 
into    her    father's    study,    as    an    idea    struck 
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her,  but  only  to  come  away  sadly.  Her  visit 
had  been  too  late ;  the  cherished  collection 
of  marine  objects  were  one  and  all  dead. 

Her  father  looked  up  as  she  returned.  He 
had  not  seemed  to  notice  her,  but  he  knew 
where  she  had  been,  and  as  he  gave  her  a 
questioning  look  Liza  entered  the  room. 

"  Miss  Van  Heldre,  miss." 

Vine  cauo^ht  his  child's  hand,  as  if  too 
weak  for  the  encounter ;  but,  as  the  closely- 
veiled  figure  in  black  crossed  the  room  quickly, 
and  both  realized  the  meaninof  of  those  mourn- 
ing  garments,  Louise  burst  into  a  wild  fit  of 
sobbing,  and  turned  away  for  a  moment,  but 
only  to  be  clasped  directly  in  Madelaine's 
arms. 

There  was  an  earnest,  loving  embrace,  and 
then  Madelaine  turned  to  Vine,  laying  her 
hands  upon  his  breast,  and  kissing  him  as  a 
child  would  its  parent. 

"  So  much  better,"  she  said,  in  answer  to 
the  wistful,  inquiring  look  directed  at  her. 
"  I  have  come  to  fetch  you  both." 

"  To  fetch  us  ? "  faltered  Vine  with  a  horri- 
fied look. 

"  My  father  begs  you  will  come  to  him.  I 
am  his  ambassador.     You  will  not  refuse  ? " 

''  1  cannot  meet  him,"  said   Vine  in  a  faint 
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voice  full  of  despair ;  "  and,"  lie  added  to 
himself,  ''  I  could  not  bear  it." 

'•'  He  would  come  to  you,  but  lie  is  weak 
and  sufferino^,"  said  Madelaine  as  she  laid 
her  hand  upon  the  stricken  man's  arm.  "  '  Tell 
him  I  beg  he  will  come  to  me,'  he  said,"  she 
whispered.     ''  You  will  not  refuse,  Mr.  Vine  ?  " 

•'  Xo,  I  will  not  refuse.     Louise,  dear  ?  " 

"  Yes,  father,  I  will  go  with  you,"  she  said 
slowly  ;  and  in  a  few  minutes  she  returned, 
ready  for  the  walk,  and  crossed  to  where  her 
father  sat  holding;  Madelaine's  hand. 

As  she  entered  he  rose  and  met  her. 

"  Louise,  my  child,  must  we  go  ?  "  he  said 
feebly.  "  I  feel  as  if  it  were  almost  more  than 
I  can  bear.     Must  we  go  ? " 

"Yes,"    she    replied     gravelv ;    "we    must 

go.; 

Vine  bowed  his  head. 

"Come,  my  child,"  he  said,  turning  to 
^ladelaine,  and  he  was  half-way  to  the  door 
when  Aunt  Marguerite  entered. 

"  Goino'  out  ?  "  she  said,  shriukinoj  from  the 
sombre  figure  in  black. 

"Yes,  aunt." 

"  You  must  attend  first  to  what  I  have  to 
say,  Louise.  Miss  Van  Heldre  can,  I  dare 
sav,  wait." 
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Maclelaiue  bent  her  head  and  drew  back. 

''  I  have  business  with  Mr.  Van  Heldre, 
Marguerite,"  said  Vine  more  sternly  than  he 
had  ever  spoken  to  her  before.  "  You  must 
wait  till  our  return." 

Aunt  Marguerite's  eyes  flashed  an  indig- 
nant look  at  Madelaine,  as  the  cause  of  this 
rebuff,  and  she  drew  back  with  a  stiff  courtesy 
and  walked  slowly  before  them  out  of  the 
room. 

Greorge  Vine  gazed  wildly  round  him  as 
he  w^alked  slowly  down  the  steep  way  toward 
the  town.  It  seemed  terrible  to  him  that  in 
such  a  time  of  suffering  and  mourning,  sea, 
sky,  and  earth  should  be  painted  in  such 
lovely  colours.  The  heavy  rain  of  the  pre- 
vious days  seemed  to  have  given  a  brilliancy 
to  leaf  and  flower  that  before  was  wanting ; 
and  as,  from  time  to  time,  he  glanced  wildly 
at  the  rocky  point,  the  scene  of  the  tragedy 
of  his  life,  the  waves  were  curling  over,  and 
breaking  in  iridescent  foam  upon  the  rocks, 
to  roll  back  in  silvery  cataracts  to  the  sea. 

He  turned  away  his  eyes  with  a  shudder, 
fighting  hard  to  keep  his  thoughts  from  the 
horrors  of  that  night ;  but  he  was  doomed  to 
have  them  emphasized,  for,  just  before  reach- 
ing the  foot  of  the  steep  way,  the  little  party 
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came  suddenly  upon  the  great  burly  fisherman, 
who  had  undertaken  to  sail  across  to  St.  Malo 
with  the  fuofitive  that  nioiit. 

"  Mornin',  master,"  he  said. 

Vine  turned  ghastly  pale,  and  his  brain 
reeled ;    but  he  soon  recovered  himself. 

"  Louise,  Madelaine,  my  children,  go  on, 
and  I  will  follow." 

Louise  looked  at  him  appealingly ;  but  he 
was  perfectly  firm,  and  she  went  on  with  her 
friend. 

"  I  fear,  in  the  midst  of  my  trouble,  Perrow, 
that  I  had  forgotten  my  engagement  with 
you." 

"Like  enough,  master,  and  no  wonder. 
There  was  no  hurry." 

'*Yes,  but  there  is,"  said  Vine  slowly. 
"  Will  you  come  to  my  house  to-night  or  to- 
morrow morning  ?  and  I'll  give  you  my  cheque 
to  take  to  the  bank." 

"  For  how  much  ?  "  said  the  man  eagerly. 

"  One  hundred  pounds ;  the  amount  I 
promised  you." 

"  Ay,  but  that  was  for  taking  the  poor  boy 
across.  No,  ■Master  Vine,  we've  been  talking 
it  over,  the  five  on  us,  and  there's  the  boat, 
and  one  nio-ht's  fishino-  oone  as  mioiit  have 
been  a  good  one  or  it  mightn't  been  nothing ; 
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SO  we're  going  to  ask  you  to  pay  us  a  pound 
apiece." 

''But " 


"Good-day,  Master  Vine,  busy  now.  I'll 
come  on  in  a  day  or  two." 

The  man  turned  away  abruptly,  and,  with 
his  brow  heavily  wrinkled,  as  he  felt  moved 
by  the  man's  generosity,  Vine  walked  slowly 
on,  and  overtook  Louise  and  Madelaine. 

Mrs.  Van  Heldre  was  waiting  in  the  Ivdll  as 
the  little  party  entered,  and  she  hurried  for- 
ward with  extended  hands,  and  her  lips  parted 
to  speak,  but  no  words  would  come.  Slie 
could  only  press  their  old  friend's  hand  before 
leading  him  up  to  where  Van  Heldre  lay,  his 
face  ghastly  pale  beneath  his  bandaged  head. 

As  they  entered  he  held  out  his  hand  to 
Vine,  who  stood  gazino^  at  him  without  an 
atteu:ipt  to  accept  the  friendly  grip. 

"  Louise,  my  child,"  said  Van  Heldre,  turn- 
ing to  her ;  and  she  stepped  quickly  across  to 
take  the  extended  hand.  "  Now  leave  us,"  he 
said  quietly  ;  and,  in  obedience  to  his  wish, 
the  rest  quitted  the  room. 

"  You  did  not  take  my  hand,  George  Vine," 
said  Van  Heldre,  as  soon  as  they  were  alone. 

"How  can  I,  after  the  wrong  you  have 
received  at  mine  ?  " 
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'"'  Hah  !  that  is  why  I  sent  for  yon,"  said 
Van  Heh:lre.  ''  I  have  lain  here  insensi^  le  and 
ignorant  of  what  was  done,  else  those  j^roceed- 
inofs  would  never  have  been  taken.  You  have 
much  to  forgive  me.  Vine," 

"  You  have  much  to  foroive  me,"  said  the 
latter  slowly. 

'•'Then  take  mv  hand,  and  let  us  foroive, 
if  there  is  any  call  for  such  a  proceeding  on 
either  side.  Vine,  old  friend,  how  you  must 
have  suffered,  and  I  not  there  to  say  one 
kindly  word  ! " 

'•'  Van  Heldre,"  said  Vine  slowly,  as,  holding 
his  friend's  hand,  he  slowly  seated  himself  by 
the  bed's  head,  ''  did  you  ever  know  what  it 
was  to  pray  for  death  ? " 

"Thank  Heaven,  no,"  replied  Van  Heldre 
v;ith  a  slio-ht  shudder,  for  there  was  some- 
thing  weird  and  strange  about  his  old  friend's 
manner.  ''  Since  I  have  regained  my  senses 
I  have  prayed  to  live.  There  seems  so  much 
to  be  done  at  times  like  this.  But,  Vine,  old 
friend,  what  can  I  say  to  you  ?  For  pity's 
sake  don't  look  at  me  like  that !  " 

"  Look  at  you — like  that  ? "  said  Vine 
slowly. 

"Yes;  your  eyes  seem  so  full  of  reproach. 
I  tell  you,  my  dear  old  fellow,  that  I  would 
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rather  have  died  than  that  poor  boy  should 
have  been  prosecuted  for  my  sake." 

"  I  know  everything,"  said  Vine  slowly. 
"  I  do  not  reproach  you,  John.  I  reproach 
myself,  and  at  times  it  seems  more  than  I 
can  bear." 

"  Louise,"  said  Van  Heldre  softly. 

*'  Louise  ?  Ah,  Louise  !  "  said  Vine  ea,gerly. 
"  Without  her  I  must  have  died." 

The  two  old  friends  sat,  hand  clasped  in 
hand,  in  perfect  silence  for  quite  an  hour 
before  there  was  a  gentle  tap  at  the  door,  and 
Madelaine  entered. 

"  He  is  so  weak  yet,  Mr.  Vine,"  she  said, 
taking  and  separating  their  hands. 

''  Madelaine— my  child  !  " 

"  Mr.  Vine  may  come  again  in  the  evening 
for  a  little  while,"  said  Madelaine,  smiling,  as 
she  bent  down  and  kissed  her  father's  brow. 

"  So  stern  and  tyrannical,"  protested  Van 
Heldre. 

"  Only  to  make  you  well,  father,"  replied 
Madelaine,  smiling ;  and  she  led  their  old 
friend  from  the  room. 

"  He  spoke  as  if  he  wanted  my  forgiveness," 
said  Vine  as  he  walked  slowly  back,  noting  as 
they  went  the  kindly  deference  paid  to  them 
by  those  they  met. 
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'•'  Mr.  Van  Helclre,  father  ? "  said  Louise 
gently. 

"  Did  I  speak  aloud,  my  child  ? " 

*'  Yes,  dear.'' 

"Ah,  these  thoughts  are  too  keen,  and  will 
not  be  crushed  down.  Yes,  child,  yes.  My 
forgiveness,  when  it  is  I  who  should  plead, 
for  all  the  horrors  of  the  past,  plead  for  his 
forgiveness,  Louise.  He  must  have  suffered 
terribly  to  be  brought  down  to  this." 

Louise  looked  wistfully  in  her  father's 
face,  whose  sunken  cheeks  and  hollow  eyes 
told  of  mental  sutferincr  Greater  far  than  that 
which  their  friend  had  been  called  upon  to 
bear. 

"  Will  time  heal  all  this  agony  and  pain  ? " 
she  asked  herself:  and  it  was  with  a  sis^h 
of  relief  that  she  reached  the  gate,  and  her 
father  went  straight  to  his  chair,  to  sit  down 
and  stare  straio^ht  before  him  at  the  sunlit 
ofrate,  as  if  seeing;  in  the  burnins:  olow  scene 
after  scene  of  the  past,  till  he  started  excitedly, 
for  there  was  a  rino-  at  the  crate-belL 

Louise  rose  to  lay  her  hand  upon  his 
shoulder. 

"Only  some  visitors,  or  a  letter,"  she  said 
tenderly. 

"I  thousfht — I  thouo-ht  it  mio-ht  be  new^s," 

VOL.   11.  Q 
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he  said  wearily.  "But  no,  no,  no.  There 
can  be  no  news  now." 

"  Mr.  Leslie,  miss,"  said  Liza  from  the  door. 

"  To  see  me,  Liza  ?     Say  that " 

"No,  sir.  Li  the  drawing-room,  sir.  'Tis 
to  see  Miss  Louise,  if  she  will  give  him  an 
interview,  he  said." 

Louise  looked  wildly  at  her  father. 

"Must  I  see  him,  father '? "  she  said,  with 
her  face  now  ghastly  pale. 

He  did  not  answer  for  some  moments,  and 
then  slowly  said  the  one  word — 

"  Yes." 

She  bent  down  and  kissed  him,  and  then 
summoning  up  all  her  courage,  slowly  left  the 
room. 


CHAPTER   XXI. 

DUXCAX    LESLIE    SPEAKS    OUT. 

DuxcAX  Leslie  ^'as  standing  at  a  table 
on  wliich  was  a  photograph  of  Louise,  as  she 
entered  the  room  silently  ;  and  as,  after  a  long 
contemplation  of  the  counterfeit,  he  drew  a 
long  breath,  and  looked  up  to  see  the  object 
of  his  thoughts  standing  just  inside  the  door- 
way, too  much  agitated  to  give  notice  of  her 
pjresence,  he  coloured  like  a  boy  caught  in 
some  act  of  which  he  was  ashamed. 

"  Miss  Vine,"  he  cried,  advancing  quickly 
with  extended  hands. 

Louise  did  not  speak,  but  slowly  raised  one 
hand  for  him  to  take,  and  suffered  him  to  lead 
her  to  a  chair. 

He  remained  standing;  before  her  as  she 
looked  up  at  him  in  a  wild,  frightened  manner, 
as  if  imploring  him  not  to  speak,  and  for  a 
few  moments  silence  reio-ned. 

o 

"  You  will  forgive  me,"  said  Leslie,  at  last, 

Q    2 
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"  if  my  visit  is  ill-timed,  for  I  am  a  busy  man, 
ill-versed  in  the  etiquette  of  such  matters.  I 
was  in  a  dilemma.  I  wished  to  try  and  show 
my  sympathy,  and  I  was  afraid  to  stay  away 
for  fear  of  seeming  neglectful." 

*'  Mr.  Leslie  need  have  been  under  no  appre- 
hension," said  Louise  slowly,  and  speaking  as 
if  sorrow  had  exhausted  itself,  and  there  was 
nothing  left  but  resignation.  "  My  father  and 
I  have  thought  very  deeply,  and  can  never 
be  sufficiently  grateful  for  all  that  has  been 
done." 

*'  You  have  suffered  so,"  he  said  in  a  low 
voice,  "  that  I  am  going  to  beg  of  you  not  to 
refer  to  the  past.  Of  course,  I  know,"  he 
added  quickly,  ''how  easy  it  is  to  speak  plati- 
tudes— how  hard  to  express  what  one  feels  at 
a  time  like  this." 

"Mr.  Leslie  need  not  speak,"  said  Louise 
quietly.  "  He  has  shown  his  sympathy  in  a 
way  that  no  words  can  express." 

Leslie  gazed  down  at  the  piteous,  sorrow- 
stricken  face  before  him  ;  and,  as  if  wrenching 
himself  away,  he  walked  to  the  window,  and 
stood  orazinof  out  for  a  few  moments  while 
Louise  sat  watching  him,  and  fighting  hard 
with  her  emotions.  She  felt  weakened  by  all 
that  had  gone  by,  and  as  if,  had  he  extended 
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his  arms  to  her,  she  could  have  flown  to  him, 
nestled  in  his  breast,  and  begged  him  to  help 
her  in  this  terrible  strait.  And  yet  all  the 
time  her  sorrow  had  strengthened,  as  well  as 
enfeebled,  for  she  was  able  to  master  her 
weakness,  and  follow  out  the  course  she  had 
planned. 

Leslie  returned  to  her  side. 

"  1  must  speak,"  he  said  hoarsely.  "It  is 
not  cruelty  at  a  time  like  this ;  it  is  the  desire 
to  help,  to  console,  to  be  near  you  in  distress. 
Miss  Vine — Louise — you — forgive  me  for  say- 
ing it — you  must  have  known  that  for  months 
past  I  have  loved  you." 

She  looked  up  at  him  wistfully,  and  there 
was  a  look  of  such  pain  and  sorrow  in  her 
eyes  that  he  paused,  and  took  the  hand  which 
she  resigned  to  him  without  shrinking,  but 
only  to  send  a  thrill  of  pain  through  him,  for 
the  act  was  not  that  of  one  accepting  the  offer 
of  his  love. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  after  a  painful  pause,  "  I 
did  think  that  you  must  care  for  me." 

"As,  I  do,"  he  whispered  earnestly,  ''  and 
this  is  my  excuse  for  speaking  now\  No  :  don't 
shrink  from  me.  I  only  ask  you  to  think  of 
me  as  one  whose  sole  thought  is  of  you,  and 
of  how  he  may  help  and  serve  you." 
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"  You  have  helped  us  in  every  way,"  she 
said  sadly. 

"I  have  tried  so  hard,"  he  said  huskily; 
"  but  everything  has  seemed  little  compared 
to  what  I  wished ;  and  now — it  is  all  I  ask  : 
you  will  let  this  formal  barrier  between  us  be 
cast  away,  so  that  in  everything  I  may  be 
your  help  and  counsellor.  Louise,  it  is  no 
time  to  talk  of  love,"  he  cried  earnestly,  "  and 
my  wooing  is  that  of  a  rough,  blunt  man  ;  and 
• — don't  shrink  from  me — only  tell  me  that 
some  day,  when  all  this  pain  and  suffering  has 
been  softened  by  time,  I  may  ask  you  to  listen 
to  me ;  and  that  now  I  may  go  away  feeling 
you  believe  in  my  love  and  sympathy.  You 
will  tell  me  this  ?  " 

She  softly  drew  away  her  hand,  giving  him 
a  look  so  full  of  pity  and  sorrow  that  a  feeling 
akin  to  despair  made  his  heart  swell  within 
his  breast.  He  had  read  of  those  who  resigned 
the  world  with  all  its  hopes  and  pleasures  from 
a  feeling  that  their  time  was  short  here,  and 
of  death-bed  farewells,  and  there  was  so  much 
of  this  in  Louise's  manner  that  he  became 
stricken  and  chilled. 

It  was  only  by  a  tremendous  effort  over  self 
that  he  was  able  to  summon  up  the  strength 
to  speak ;  and,  in  place  of  the  halting,  hesitat- 
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ing  words  of  a  few  minutes  before,  he  now 
spoke  out  earnestly  and  well. 

"  Forgive  me,"  lie  said ;  and  she  trembled 
as  she  shrank  away  to  cover  her  eyes  with  her 
hand.  "  It  was  folly  on  my  part  to  speak  to 
you  at  such  a  time,  but  my  love  is  stronger 
than  worldly  forms,  and  though  I  grieve  to 
have  given  you  pain,  I  cannot  feel  sorry  that 
I  have  spoken  the  simple,  honest  truth.  You 
are  too  sweet  and  true  to  deal  lightly  with  a 
man's  frank,  earnest  love.  Forgive  me — say 
good-bye.  I  am  going  away  patiently — to 
wait." 

His  manner    chano-ed  as  he  took  her  dis- 

o 

engaged  hand  and  kissed  it  tenderly  and 
respectfully. 

"  I  will  not  ask  to  see  your  father  to-day. 
He  is,  I  know,  sufFeriug  and  ill ;  but  tell  him 
from  me  that  he  has  only  to  send  a  messenger 
to  bring  me  here  at  once.  I  want  to  help  him 
in  every  way.     Good-bye." 

^'  Stop  !  "" 

He  was  half-way  to  the  door  when  that  one 
word  arrested  him,  and  with  a  sense  of  delicious 
joy  flooding  his  breast,  he  turned  quickly  to 
listen  to  the  words  which  would  give  him  a 
life's  happiness.  The  flash  of  joy  died  out  as 
quickly  as  that  of  lightning,  and  in  the  same 
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way  seemed  to  leave  the  hope  that  had  arisen 
scathed  and  dead.  For  there  was  no  mistak- 
ing that  look,  nor  the  tone  of  the  voice  which 
spoke  what  seemed  to  him  the  death-warrant 
of  his  love. 

"  I  could  not  speak,"  she  said  in  a  strange 
low  voice  full  of  the  pain  she  suffered.  ^'  I 
tried  to  check  you,  but  the  words  would  not 
come.  What  you  ask  is  impossible  ;  I  could 
not  promise.  It  would  be  cruel  to  you — un- 
just, and  it  would  raise  hopes  that  could  never 
be  fulfilled." 

"  No,  no.  Don't  say  that,"  he  cried  appeal- 
ingly.  "  I  have  been  premature.  I  should 
have  waited  patiently." 

"  It  would  have  been  the  same.  Mr.  Les- 
lie, you  should  not  have  asked  this.  You 
should  not  have  exposed  yourself  to  the  pain 
of  a  refusal,  me  to  the  agony  of  being  forced 
to  speak." 

"  I  grant  much  of  what  you  say,"  he  pleaded. 
^'Forgive  me." 

''  Do  not  misunderstand  me,"  she  continued, 
after  a  brave  effort  to  master  her  emotion. 
"  After  what  has  passed  it  would  be  impossible. 
I  have  but  one  duty  now ;  that  of  devoting 
myself  to  my  father." 

"  You  feel  this,"  he  pleaded  ;  "  and  you  are 
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speakiDg  sincerely ;  but  wait.  Pray  say  no 
more — now.     There  :  let  me  say  good-bye." 

"  No,"  she  said  sternly ;  "  you  shall  not 
leave  me  under  a  misapprehension.  It  has 
been  a  struo-o-le  that  has  been  almost  too  o-reat ; 
but  I  have  won  the  strength  to  speak.  No : 
]Mr.  Leslie,  it  is  impossible." 

'•'  Xo,  Mr.  Leslie,  it  is  impossible  !  "  The 
words  were  like  a  thin,  sharp  echo  of  those 
spoken  by  Louise,  and  they  both  started  and 
turned,  to  see  that  Aunt  Marguerite  had 
entered  the  room,  and  had  not  only  heard  her 
niece's  refusal  of  Leslie,  but  gathered  the  full 
import  of  the  sentence. 

She  stood  drawn  up  half-way  between 
them  and  the  door,  looking  very  handsome 
and  impressive  in  her  deep  mourning  ;  but 
there  was  the  suggestion  of  a  faint  sneering 
smile  upon  her  lip,  and  her  eyes  were  half 
closed,  as  with  hands  crossed  over  her  breast, 
she  seemed  to  point  over  her  shoulder  with 
her  closed  black  fan. 

"  Aunt  !  "  exclaimed  Louise.  "  How 
could " 

Her  strength  was  spent.  She  could  say  no 
more.  Her  senses  seemed  to  reel,  and  with 
the  impression  upon  her  that  if  she  stayed  she 
would  swoon  away,  she  hurried  from  the  room, 
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leaving   Leslie   and   tlie   old  Avoman   face   to 
face. 

He  drew  in  a  long  breath,  set  liis  teeth, 
and  meeting  Aunt  Marguerite's  angry  look 
firmly,  lie  bowed,  and  was  about  to  quit  the 
house. 

"  No,  not  yet,"  she  said.  '^  I  am  no  eaves- 
dropper, Mr.  Leslie  ;  but  I  felt  bound  to  watch 
over  that  poor  motherless  girl.  It  was  right 
that  I  should,  for  in  spite  of  all  my  hints,  I 
may  say  my  plain  speaking  regarding  my 
child's  future,  you  have  taken  advantage  of 
her  helplessness  to  press  forward  your  suit." 

"  Miss  Vine " 

"  Miss  Marguerite  Vine,  if  you  please,  Mr. 
Leslie,"  said  the  lady  with  a  ceremonious  bow. 

*'  Miss  Marguerite  Vine  then,"  cried  Leslie 
angrily,  "  I  cannot  discuss  this  matter  with 
you  :  I  look  to  Mr.  Vine." 

"  My  brother  is  weak  and  ill.  I  am  the  head 
of  this  family,  sir,  and  I  have  before  now  told 
you  my  intentions  respecting  my  niece." 

*'  Yes,  madam,  but  you  are  not  her  father." 

"  I  am  her  father's  sister,  and  if  my  memory 
serves  me  rightly,  I  told  you  that  Monsieur 
De  Ligny " 

"  Who  is  Monsieur  De  Ligny  ?  "  said  Vine, 
entering  the  room  slowly. 
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"  Mr.  Vine,  I  must  appeal  to  you,"  cried 
Leslie. 

"  Xo.  It  would  be  indecorous.  I  have 
told  Mr.  Leslie,  who  has  been  persecuting 
Louise  with  his  addresses,  that  it  is  an  out- 
rage at  such  a  time ;  and  that  if  our  child 
marries  there  is  a  crentleman  of  o-ood  French 
lineage  to  be  studied.  That  his  wishes 
are  built  upon  the  sand,  for  Monsieur  De 
Ligny " 

"  Monsieur  De  Ligny  ?  " 

"  A  friend  of  mine,"  said  Aunt  Marguerite 
quickly. 

"Mr.  Vine,"  said  Leslie  hotly,  ''I  cannot 
stay  here  to  discuss  this  matter  with  Miss 
Vine." 

'•'  Miss  Maroruerite  Vine,"  said  the  old  lady 
with  an  ao-crravatinQ-  smile. 

Leslie  gave  an  impatient  stamp  with  one 
foot,  essayed  to  speak,  and  choking  with  dis- 
appointment and  anger,  failed,  and  hurried 
out  of  the  house. 

'•  Such  insufferable  insolence  !  And  at  a 
time  like  this,"  cried  Aunt  Marguerite,  con- 
temptuouslv,  as  her  brother  with  a  curiously 
absorbed  look  upon  his  face  began  to  pace 
the  room.  "  He  has  sent  the  poor  girl 
sobbinir  to  her  room.'' 
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'*  Louise  lias  not  engaged  herself  to  this 
man,  Marguerite  ? " 

*'  Engaged  herself.  Pah !  You  should 
have  been  here.  Am  I  to  sit  still  and  witness 
another  wreck  in  our  unhappy  family  through 
your  weakness  and  imbecility  ?  Mr.  Leslie 
has  had  his  answer,  however.  He  will  not 
come  again." 

She  swept  out  of  the  room,  leaving  her 
brother  gazing  vacantly  before  him. 

"  She  seems  almost  to  have  forgotten  poor 
Harry.  I  thought  she  would  have  taken 
it  more  to  heart.  But  Monsieur  De  Ligny 
— Monsieur  De  Ligny  ?  I  cannot  think. 
Another  time  I  shall  remember  all,  I  dare  say. 
Ah,  my  darling,"  he  cried  eagerly,  as  Louise 
re-entered  the  room.  •'  You  heard  what  Mr. 
Leslie  said  ? " 

"  Yes,  father." 

"  And  refused  him  ?  " 

'^  Yes." 

Her  father  took  her  hand,  and  stood  trying 
to  collect  his  thoughts,  which,  as  the  result  of 
the  agony  from  which  he  had  suffered,  seemed 
now  to  be  beyond  control. 

"  Yes,"  he  said  at  last,  "  it  was  right.  You 
could  not  accept  Mr.  Leslie  now.  But  your 
aunt  said '' 
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He  looked  at  her  vacantly  with  his  hand  to 
his  head. 

*'  AVhat  did  your  aunt  say  about  your  being 
enoraored  ?  " 

"  Pray,  pray,  do  not  speak  to  me  about  it, 
dear,"  said  Louise,  piteously.  ''  I  cannot  bear 
it.  Father,  I  wish  to  be  with  you — to  help 
and  comfort,  and  to  find  help  and  comfort  in 
your  arms." 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  foldincr  her  to  his  breast  ; 
'■'and  vou  are  suflferinor  and  ill.  It  is  not  the 
first  time  that  our  people  have  been  called 
upon  to  sufi"er,  my  child.    But  your  aunt " 

'•  Pray,  dearest,  not  now — not  now,"  whis- 
pered Louise,  laying  her  brow  against  his 
cheek. 

"  I  will  say  no  more,"  he  said  tenderly. 
"  Yes,  to  be  my  help  and  comfort  in  all  this 
trouble  and  distress.  You  are  rioht,  it  is  no 
time  for  thinking^  of  such  thiuo^s  as  that." 

O  CD 
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AUNT    MARGUERITE    MAKES    PLANS. 

"  I  COULD  not — I  could  not.  A  wife  should 
accept  her  husband,  proud  of  him,  proud  of 
herself,  the  gift  she  gives  him  with  her  love  ; 
and  I  should  have  been  his  disgrace.  Im- 
possible !  How  could  I  have  ever  looked  him 
bravely  in  the  face  ?  I  should  have  felt  that 
he  must  recall  the  past,  and  repented  when  it 
was  too  late." 

So  mused  Louise  Vine  as  she  sat  trying  to 
work  that  same  eveuino^  after  a  wearisome 
meal,  at  which  Aunt  Marguerite  had  taken 
her  place  to  rouse  them  from  their  despondent 
state.  So  she  expressed  it,  and  the  result 
had  been  painful  in  the  extreme. 

Aunt  Marguerite's  remedy  was  change,  and 
she  proposed  that  they  should  all  go  for  a 
tour  to  the  south  of  France. 

"  Don't  shake  your  head,  George,"  she  said. 
"  You  are  not  a  common  person.  The  lower 
classes — the    uneducated    of    course — sfo    on 
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nursing  their  troubles,  but  it  is  a  duty  with 
people  of  our  position  to  suffer  and  be  strong. 
So  put  the  trouble  behind  us,  and  show  a 
brave  face  to  the  world.  You  hear  this, 
Louise  ? " 

"  Yes,  aunt,"  said  Louise,  sadly. 

"  Then  pray  listen  to  it  as  if  you  took  some 
interest  in  what  I  said,  and  meant  to  profit 
by  it,  child." 

Louise  murmured  something  suggestive  of 
a  promise  to  profit  by  her  aunt's  wisdom,  and 
the  old  lady  turned  to  her  brother. 

"Yes,  George,  I  have  planned  it  all  out. 
We  will  go  to  the  south  of  France,  to  the 
sea-side  if  you  wish,  and  while  Louise  and  I 
try  and  find  a  little  relaxation,  you  can  dabble 
and  net  strange  things  out  of  the  water-pools. 
Girl :  be  careful." 

This  to  poor  Liza,  whose  ears  seemed  to  be 
red-hot,  and  her  cheeks  alternately  flushed  and 
pale,  as  she  brought  in  and  took  out  the  dinner, 
waiting  at  other  times  being  dispensed  Avitli 
fortunately.  For  Liza's  wits  were  wool-gather- 
ing, according  to  Aunt  Marguerite's  theory, 
and  in  her  agitation  respecting  the  manner  in 
which  she  had  been  surprised  when  yielding 
to  her  mother's  importunities,  she  was  con- 
stantly watching  the  faces  of  her  master  and 
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Louise,  and  calculating  the  cliances  for  and 
against  ignominious  dismissal.  One  minute 
she  told  herself  they  knew  all.  The  next 
minute  Ler  heart  gave  a  thump  of  satisfaction, 
for  Louise's  sad  eyes  had  looked  so  kindly  in 
hers  that  Liza  told  herself  her  young  mistress 
either  did  not  know,  or  was  soino^  to  forg;ive  her. 
Directly  after  Liza  dropped  the  cover  of  a 
vegetable  dish  in  her  agitation  right  on  Aunt 
Marguerite's  black  silk  crape-trimmed  dress, 
for  her  master  had  told  her  to  bring  him  bread, 
and  in  a  tone  of  voice  which  thrilled  through 
her  as  he  looked  her  in  the  face  with,  accord- 
ing to  her  idea,  his  eyes  seeming  to  say,  "  This 
is  some  of  the  bread  you  tried  to  steal." 

Liza  escaped  from  the  room  as  soon  as 
possible,  and  was  relieving  her  pent-up  feel- 
ino^s  at  the  back  door  when  she  beard  her 
name  whispered. 

"  Who's  there  ?  what  is  it  ?  "  she  said. 

"  It's   only   me,   Liza,  my   dear.      Has   she 

told " 

"  Oh,  mother !  You  shouldn't,"  sobbed 
Liza.  "  You  won't  be  happy  till  you've  got 
me  put  in  prison." 

"Nonsense,  my  dear,  they  won't  do  that. 
Never  you  fear.  Now  look  here.  What 
become  of  that  parcel  you  made  up  ? " 
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"  I  don't  know ;  I've  been  half  wild  ever 
since,  and  I  don't  know  how  it's  going  to  end." 

"'  Then  I'll  tell  you,"  cried  the  old  fish- 
woman.  "  You've  got  to  get  me  that  parcel, 
or  else  to  make  me  up  another." 

"  I  won't ;  there  !  "  cried  Liza  angrily. 

"  How  dare  you  say  won't  to  your  mother, 
miss  !  "  said  the  old  woman  angrily.  "  Now 
look  here  ;  I'm  going  a  bit  farther  on,  and 
then  I'm  coming  back,  and  I  shall  expect  to 
find  the  napkin  done  up  all  ready.  If  it  isn't, 
you'll  see." 

Liza  stood  with  her  mouth  open,  listening 
to  her  mother's  retiring  footsteps ;  and  then 
with  a  fresh  burst  of  tears  waiting  to  be 
wiped  away,  she  ran  in  to  answer  the  bell, 
and  clear  away,  shivering  the  while,  as  she 
saw  that  Aunt  Marguerite's  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  her,  watching  every  movement,  and 
seeming;  to  threaten  to  reveal  what  had  been 
discovered  earlier  in  the  day. 

Aunt  Marguerite  said  nothing,  however, 
then,  for  her  thoughts  were  taken  up  with 
her  project  of  living  away  for  a  time.  She 
had  been  talking  away  pretty  rapidly,  first 
to  one  and  then  to  the  other,  but  rarely 
eliciting  a  reply ;  but  at  last  she  turned 
sharply  upon  her  brother. 

VOL.  II.  R 
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"  How  soon  shall  we  be  going,  George  ? " 

''  Going  ?     Where  ?  "  he  replied  dreamily. 

"  On  the  Continent  for  our  change." 

"  We  shall  not  go  on  the  Continent,  Mar- 
guerite," he  said  gravely.  "  I  shall  not  think 
of  leaving  here." 

Aunt  Marguerite  rose  from  the  table,  and 
gazed  at  her  brother,  as  if  not  sure  that  she 
bad  beard  arigbt.  Then  she  turned  to  her 
niece,  to  look  at  her  witb  questioning  eyes, 
but  to  gain  no  information  there,  for  Louise 
bent  down  over  the  work  she  had  taken  from 
a  stand. 

"  Did  you  understand  what  your  father 
said  ?  "    she  asked  sharply. 

"Yes,  aunt." 

"And  pray  what  did  he  say  ? " 

"  That  be  would  not  go  on  the  Continent." 

"What?" 

"  That  he  would  not  leave  home  with  this 
terrible  weigbt  upon  his  mind." 
.i'^Aunt  Marguerite  sat  bolt  upright  in  ber 
chair  for  a  few  moments  without  speaking, 
and  the  look  she  gave  her  brother  was  of  the 
most  withering  nature. 

"Am  I  to  understand,"  she  said  at  last, 
"tbat  you  prefer  to  stay  here  and  visit  and 
nurse  your  Dutch  friend  '?  " 
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Her  brother  looked  at  her,  but  there  was 
no  trace  of  angler  in  his  g-lance. 

Aunt  Marguerite  lowered  her  eyes,  and 
then  turned  them  in  a  supercilious  way  upon 
Louise. 

"  May  I  count  upon  your  companionship," 
she  said,  "  if  I  decide  to  go  through  Auvergne 
and  stay  there  for  a  few  days,  on  my  way  to 
Hyeres  ? " 

"If  you  go,  a.unt?"  said  Louise  wonder- 
ingly. 

"  There  is  a  certain  estate  in  the  neio'hbour- 

o 

hood  of  Mont  d'Or,"  she  continued ;  '^  I  wish 
to  see  in  what  condition  it  is  kept.  These 
things  seem  to  devolve  now  on  me,  who  am 
forced  to  take  the  lead  as  representative  of  our 
neglected  family." 

''  For  Heaven's  sake,  Marguerite  !  "  cried 
Vine  impetuously.  "  No — no,  no,"  he  mut- 
tered, checking  himself  hastily.  "  Better  not 
— better  not." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  brother,"  she  said, 
raising:  her  o'lass. 

"  Nothing — nothing,"  he  replied. 

"  Well,  Louise,  child,  I  am  waiting,"  she 
continued,  turning  her  eyes  in  a  half-pitying, 
condescending  way  upon  her  niece.  "  AYell  ? 
]\Iay  I  count  upon  you  ? " 

R  2 


244  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

"Aunt,  dear ' 

"  It  will  do  you  good.  You  look  too  pale. 
This  place  crushes  you  down,  and  narrows 
your  intellect,  my  child.  A  little  French 
society  would  work  a  vast  change  in  you." 

"  Aunt,  dear,"  said  Louise,  rising  and  cross- 
ing to  her  to  lay  her  hands  upon  the  old  lady's 
shoulder,  "don't  talk  about  such  things  now. 
Let  me  come  up  to  your  room,  and  read  to 
you  a  little  while." 

Aunt  Marguerite  smiled. 

"  My  dear  Louise,  why  do  you  talk  to 
me  like  this  ?  Do  you  take  me  for  a 
child  ? " 

George  Vine  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  turned 
in  his  chair. 

"  Do  you  think  I  have  lived  all  these  years 
in  the  world  and  do  not  know  what  is  best  for 
such  a  girl  as  you  ?  " 

"  But  indeed,  aunt,  I  am  not  ill.  I  do  not 
require  a  change." 

"  Ah,  poor  young  obstinacy  !  I  must  take 
you  well  in  hand,  child,  and  see  if  I  cannot 
teach  you  to  comport  yourself  more  in  accord- 
ance with  your  position  in  life.  I  shall  have 
time  now,  especially  during  our  little  journey. 
When  would  it  be  convenient  for  you  to  be 
ready  1 " 
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'•'  Aunt  clear  !  It  is  impossible  ;  we  could 
not  o-o." 

'•'Impossible!  Then  I  must  speak.  You 
^Yill  be  ready  in  three  days  from  now.  I  feel 
that  I  require  change,  and  we  will  go.'' 

'•'  Maro'aret ! "  cried  Vine,  who  during-  the 
past  few  minutes  had  been  writhing  in  his 
seat,  •'•'  how  can  you  be  so  absurd  ! '' 

''  Poor  Georoe  ! "  she  said,  with  a  sig^h,  as 
she  rose  from  her  chair.  *'I  wish  I  could 
persuade  him  to  go.  Mind,  Louise,  my  child, 
in  three  davs  from  now.  We  shall  2:0  straig^ht 
to  Paris,  perhaps  for  a  month.  You  need  not 
trouble  about  dress.  A  few  necessaries.  All 
that  you  will  require  we  can  get  in  Paris. 
Jome  in  before  you  go  to  bed  ;  I  may  have  a 
few  more  words  to  say." 

She  sailed  slowly  across  the  room,  waving 
her  fan  gently,  as  if  it  were  a  wing  which 
helped  her  progress,  as  she  preserved  her 
graceful  carriao-e.  Then  the  door  closed  be- 
hind her,  and  Louise  half  ran  to  her  father's 
side. 

'•  Shall  I  go  up  with  her  ? "  she  whispered 
anxiously. 

Her  father  shook  his  head. 

''  But  did  you  not  notice  how  strange  she 
seemed  ? " 
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"  No  more  strange,  my  dear,  than  she  has 
often  been  before,  after  something  has  agitated 
her  greatly.  In  her  way  she  was  very  fond  of 
poor  Harry." 

"  Yes,  father,  I  know  ;  but  I  never  saw  her 
so  agitated  as  this." 

"  She  will  calm  down,  as  she  has  calmed 
down  before." 

*'  But  this  idea  of  going  abroad  ? " 

''  She  will  forget  it  by  to-morrow.  I  v/as 
wrong  to  speak  as  I  did.  It  only  sets  her 
thinking  more  seriously.  Poor  Margaret ! 
We  must  be  very  patient  and  forbearing  with 
her.  Her  life  was  turned  out  of  its  regular 
course  by  a  terrible  disappointment.  I  try 
always  to  remember  this  when  she  is  more 
eccentric — more  trying  than  usual." 

Louise  shrank  a  little  more  round  to  the 
back  of  her  father's  chair,  as  he  drew  her 
hand  over  his  shoulder,  and  she  laid  her  cheek 
upon  his  head  as,  with  fixed  eyes,  she  gazed 
straight  before  her  into  futurity,  and  a  spasm 
of  pain  shot  through  her  at  her  father's  words, 
"  a  terrible  disappointment,"  "  eccentric."  Had 
Aunt  Marguerite  ever  suffered  as  she  suffered 
now  ?  and  did  such  mental  agony  result  in 
changing  the  whole  course  of  a  girl's  young 
life? 
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The  tears  stood  in  her  eyes  and  dimmed 
them ;  but  in  spite  of  the  blurring  of  her 
vision,  she  seemed  to  see  herself  gradually 
changing  and  growing  old  and  eccentric  too. 
For  was  not  she  also  wastino;  with  a  terrible 
disappointment  —  a  blow  that  must  be  as 
agonizing  as  any  Aunt  Marguerite  could  have 
felt? 

The  outlook  seemed  so  blank  and  terrible 
that  a  strano'e  feelino:  of  excitement  came  over 
her,  wakino^  dream  succeedino^  waking:  dream, 
each  more  painful  than  the  last ;  but  she  was 
brought  back  to  the  present  by  her  father's 
voice. 

"  Why,  my  darling,"  he  said,  "  your  hand 
is  quite  cold,  and  you  tremble.  Come,  come, 
come,  you  ought  to  know  Aunt  Margaret  by 
now.  There,  it  is  time  I  started  for  Van 
Heldre's.  I  faithfully  promised  to  go  back 
this  evening.     Perhaps  Luke  will  be  there." 

"  Yes,  father,"  she  said,  making  an  effort  to 
be  calm,  "it  is  time  you  went  down.  Give  my 
dear  love  to  Madelaine." 

"  Eh  ?  Give  your  love  ?  why,  you  are  com- 
ing too." 

"  No,  no,"  she  said  hastily  ;  ''  1 — I  am  not 
well  this  evenino;." 

"  No,  you  are  not  well,"  he  said  tenderly. 
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''  Your  hands  are  icy,  and — yes,  I  expected  so, 
your  forehead  burns.  Why,  my  darling,  you 
must  not  be  ill." 

"Oh,  no,  dear.  I  am  not  going  to  be  ill,  I 
shall  be  quite  well  to-morrow." 

"Then  come  with  me.  The  change  will  do 
you  good." 

"  No  ;  not  to-night,  father.  I  would  rather 
stay." 

"  But  Madelaine  is  in  sad  trouble  too,  my 
child,  and  she  will  be  greatly  disappointed  if 
you  do  not  come." 

"  Tell  her  I  felt  too  unwell,  dear,"  said 
Louise  imploringly,  for  her  father's  persist- 
ence seemed  to  trouble  her  more  and  more  ; 
and  he  looked  at  her  wonderingly,  she  seemed 
so  agitated. 

"  But  I  don't  like  to  leave  you  like  this,  my 
child." 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  please  go,  dear.  I  shall  be  so 
much  better  alone.  There,  it  is  growing  late. 
You  will  not  stop  very  long." 

"  No  ;  an  hour  or  two.  I  must  be  guided 
by  circumstances.  If  that  man  is  there — I 
cannot  help  it — I  shall  stay  a  very  short 
time." 

"  That  man,  father  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Vine,  with  a  shudder.  "  Cramp- 
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ton.  He  makes  me  shiver  whenever  we 
meet." 

His  face  grew  agonized  as  lie  spoke  ;  and 
he  rose  hastily  and  kissed  Louise. 

"  You  will  not  alter  your  mind  and  come  ?  " 
he  said  tenderly. 

"  No,  no,  father  ;  pray  do  not  press  me.  I 
cannot  g;o  to-nio:ht." 

"Strange  !  "  said  George  Vine  thoughtfully. 
"  Strange  that  she  should  want  to  stay." 

He  had  crossed  the  little  rock  garden,  and 
closed  the  gate  to  stand  looking  back  at  the 
old  granite  house,  dwelling  sadly  upon  his 
children,  and  mino^lino^  thoug;hts  of  the  de- 
termined  refusal  of  Louise  to  come,  with 
projects  which  he  had  had  in  petto  for  the 
benefit  of  his  son. 

He  shuddered  and  turned  to  go  along  the 
level  platform  cut  in  the  great  slope  before 
beginning  the  rapid  descent. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

A    STARTLING   VISITATIOX. 

"  Fixe  night,  master,  but  gashly  dark,"  said 
a  gruff  voice,  as  Vine  was  nearly  at  the  bottom 
of  the  slope. 

^'  Ah,  Perrow  !  Yes,  very  dark,"  said  Vine 
quietly.     "  Not  out  with  your  boat  to-night  ?  " 

"No,  Master  Vine,  not  to-night.  Sea 
brimes.  Why,  if  we  cast  a  net  to-night  every 
mash  would  look  as  if  it  was  a-fire.  Best  at 
home  night  like  this.     Going  down  town  ? " 

"Yes,  Perrow." 

"  Ah,  you'll  be  going  to  see  Master  Van 
Heldre.  You  don't  know,  sir,  how  glad  my 
mates  are  as  he's  better.  Good-night,  sir. 
.You'll  ketch  up  to  Master  Leslie  if  you  look 
sharp.  He  come  up  as  far  as  here  and  went 
back." 

"  Thank  you.  Good-night,"  said  Vine,  and 
he  walked  on,  but  slackened  his  pace,  for  he 
felt  that  he  could  not  meet  Leslie  then.  The 
poor  fellow  would  be  suffering  from  his  rebuff, 
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and  Vine  shrank  from  listening  to  any 
appeal. 

But  be  was  fated  to  meet  Leslie  all  the 
same,  for  at  a  turn  of  the  steep  path  he 
encountered  the  young  mine-owner  coming 
towards  him,  and  he  appeared  startled  on 
finding  who  it  was. 

"  Going  out,  Mr.  Vine  ?  "  he  stammered. 
"  I  was  coming  up  to  the  house,  but — er — 
never  mind  ;  I  can  call  some  other  time." 

''■'  I  would  turn  back  with  you,  only  I  pro- 
mised to  go  down  to  Mr.  Van  Heldre's  to- 
night." 

''Ah,  yes,  to  Van  Heldre's,"  said  Leslie 
confusedly.  "  I'll  walk  with  you  if  you  will 
not  mind." 

"  I  shall  be  glad  of  your  company,"  said 
Vine  quietly  :  and  they  continued  down  to 
the  town.  Leslie  verv  thouo-htful,  and  Vine 
disinclined  to  converse. 

"  Xo,  I  am  not  o-oino;  in,  Mr.  Vine.  Will 
you  let  me  come  and  say  a  few  words  to  you 
to-morrow  ? " 

"Yes,"  replied  Vine  gently. 

He  had  meant  to  speak  firmly  and  deci- 
sively, but  a  feeling  of  pity  and  sympathy  for 
the  vouno'  mau,  whose  heart  he  seemed  to 
read,  chano-ed  his  tone.      It  had  been  in  his 
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heart,  too,  to  say,  "  It  will  be  better  if  you 
do  not  come,"  but  he  found  it  impossible,  and 
they  parted. 

Leslie  hesitated  as  soon  as  he  was  alone. 
What  should  he  do  ?  Go  home  ?  Home  was 
a  horrible  desert  to  him  now ;  and  in  his 
present  frame  of  mincl,  the  best  thing  he  could 
do  was  to  go  right  off  for  a  long  walk.  By 
fatiguing  the  body  he  would  make  the  brain 
ask  for  rest,  instead  of  keeping  up  that  whirl 
of  anxious  thoug;ht. 

He  felt  that  he  must  act.  That  was  the 
only  way  to  find  oblivion  and  repose  from 
the  incessant  thought  which  troubled  him. 
He  started  off  with  the  intention  of  wearying 
his  muscles,  so  as  to  lie  down  that  night  and 
win  the  sleep  to  which  he  was  often  now  a 
stranger. 

His  first  intent  was  to  go  right  up  by  the 
cliff-path,  by  Uncle  Luke's,  and  over  the  hill 
by  his  own  place,  but  if  he  went  that  way 
there  was  the  possibility  of  finding  Uncle 
Luke  leaning  over  the  wall,  gazing  out  at 
the  starlit  sea,  and  probably  he  would  stop 
and  question  him. 

That  night  his  one  thought  was  of  being 
alone,  and  he  took  the  opposite  direction, 
went  down  to  the  ferry,  hunted  out  the  man 
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from  the  inn  hard  hy,  and  had  himself  rowed 
across  the  harbour,  so  as  to  walk  along  the 
cliff  eastwards,  and  then  strike  in  north  and 
round  by  the  head  of  the  estuary,  where  he 
could  recross  by  the  old  stone  bridge,  and 
reach  home — a  walk  of  a  dozen  miles. 

At  the  end  of  a  couple  of  miles  along  the 
rugged  pathway,  where  in  places  the  greatest 
care  was  needed  to  avoid  ^'oiuo-  over  some 
precipitous  %)ot  to  the  shore  below,  Leslie 
stopped  short  to  listen  to  the  hollow  moan- 
ing sound  of  the  waves,  and  he  seated  himself 
close  to  the  cliff  edge,  in  a  dark  nook,  which 
formed  one  of  the  sheltered  look-outs  used  by 
the  coast-guard  in  bad  weather. 

The  sea  oiittered  as  if  the  surface  were  of 
polished  jet,  strewn  with  diamonds,  and,  im- 
pressed by  the  similarity  of  the  scene  to  that 
of  the  night  on  which  the  search  had  been 
carried  on  after  Harrv  Vine,  Leslie's  thouo-hts 
went  back  to  the  various  scenes  which  re- 
peated themselves  before  his  mental  gaze  from 
the  becrinnincr  to  that  terrible  finale  when  the 
remains  lay  stark  and  disfigured  in  the  inn 
shed,  and  the  saturated  cards  proclaimed  who 
the  dead  man  was. 

''  Poor  oirl !  "  he  said  half  aloud,  ''and  with 
all  that  trouble  fresh  upon  her,  and  the  feeling 
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that  she  and  her  family  are  disgraced  for  ever, 
I  go  to  her  to  press  forward  my  selfish,  ego- 
tistical love.  God  foro^ive  me  !  What  weak 
creatures  we  men  are  ! " 

He  sat  thinking,  taking  off  his  hat  for  the 
cool,  moist  sea  air  to  fan  his  feverish  temples, 
when  the  solemn  silence  of  the  starry  night 
seemed  to  bring  to  him  rest  and  repose  such 
as  he  had  not  enjoyed  since  the  hour  when 
Aunt  Marguerite  planted  that  sharp,  poisoned 
barb  in  his  breast. 

"  It  is  not  that,"  he  said  to  himself,  with  a 
sigh  full  of  satisfaction.  "  She  never  felt  the 
full  force  of  love  yet  for  any  man,  but  if  ever 
her  gentle  young  nature  turned  towards  any 
one,  it  was  towards  me.  And,  knowing  this, 
I,  in  my  impatience  and  want  of  consideration, 
contrived  my  own  downfall.  No,  not  my  down- 
fall ;  there  is  hope  yet,  and  a  few  words  rightly 
spoken  will  remove  the  past." 

The  feverish  sensation  was  passing  away 
swiftly.  The  calm  serenity  of  the  night 
beneath  the  glorious  dome  of  stars  was 
bringing  with  it  restfulness,  and  hope  rose 
strongly,  as,  far  away  in  the  east,  he  saw  a 
glittering  point  of  light  rise  above  the  sea 
slowly  higher  and  higher,  a  veritable  star  of 
hope  to  him. 
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^'  What's  that  ?  "  he  said  to  himself,  as  above 
the  boom  of  the  waves  which  struck  below 
and  then  filled  some  hollow  and  fell  back  with 
an  angry  hiss,  he  fancied  he  heard  a  sob. 

There  was  no  mistake  ;  a  woman  was  talk- 
ing in  a  low,  moaning  way,  and  then  there 
came  another  sob. 

He  rose  quickly. 

"  Is  anything  the  matter  ?  "  he  said  sharply. 

'^Ah!  Why,  how  you  frightened  me  !  Is 
that  you,  Master  Leslie  ?  " 

"  Yes.     Who  is  it  ?     Poll  Perrow  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Master  Leslie,  it's  me." 

"  Why,  what  are  you  doing  here  ? "  said 
Leslie,  as  cynical  old  Uncle  Luke's  hints  about 
the  smuggling  flashed  across  his  mind. 

"  Nothing  to  do  with  smuggling,"  she  said, 
as  if  divining  his  thoughts. 

"  Indeed,  old  lady  !  Well,  it  looks  very 
suspicious." 

"  No,  it  don't,  sir.  D'you  think  if  I  wanted 
to  carry  any  landed  goods  I  should  take  'em 
along  the  coast-guard  path  ?  " 

"  A  man  would  not,"  said  Leslie,  ''  but  I 
should  say  it's  just  what  a  cunning  old 
woman's  brain  would  suggest,  as  being  the 
surest  way  to  throw  the  revenue  men  off  the 
scent." 
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"  Dessay  you're  right,  Master  Leslie,  but 
you  may  search  me  if  you  like.  I've  got 
nothing  to-night." 

"  I'm  not  going  to  search  you,  old  lady. 
I'll  leave  that  to  the  revenue  men.  But  what's 
the  matter  ? " 

''  Matter,  Master  Leslie  ? " 

"  Yes  ;  I  heard  you  sobbing.  Are  you  in 
trouble  ? " 

"  Of  course  I  am,  sir.  Aren't  I  a  lone 
widow  ?  " 

''  So  you  have  been  these  fifteen  years." 

"  Fourteen  and  three-quarters,  sir." 

''  Ah,  well,  I  was  near  enough.  But  what 
is  it,  old  lady  ?     Want  a  little  money  ?  " 

"  No,  no,  no,  Master  Leslie,  sir  ;  and  that's 
very  kind  of  you,  sir ;  and  if  I  don't  bring 
you  up  half-a-dozen  of  the  finest  mack'rel 
that  come  in  these  next  days,  my  name  aren't 
Perrow." 

"Thank  you.  There,  I  don't  want  to  be 
inquisitive,  but  it  seems  strange  for  a  woman 
like  you  to  be  crying  away  here  on  the  clift" 
two  miles  from  home  on  a  dark  night." 

"  And  it  seems  strange  for  a  young  gen'le- 
man  like  you  to  be  up  here  all  alone  and  three 
miles  from  home.  You  was  watching  me, 
Master  Leslie." 
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"  You'll  take  my  word,  Poll  Perrow,"  said 
Leslie  quietly.  "  I  did  not  know  you  were 
here." 

''  Yes^  ril  believe  you,  Master  Leslie,  sir. 
But  you  was  watching  some  one  else  ?  " 

'*  No,  I  came  for  a  walk,  my  good  woman, 
tliat's  all." 

"  Then  I  won't  stop  you,  sir.  Good-night, 
sir." 

"  Good-night,"  said  Leslie  ;  and  feeling 
more  content,  he  took  out  his  cigar-case,  and 
after  selecting  one  by  feeling,  he  went  back 
into  the  coast-guards'  station  and  struck  a 
match. 

He  looked  along  the  cliff  path  as  the  match 
flashed,  and  caught  sight  faintly  of  the  old 
woman. 

"  Watching  me  anyhow,"  he  said  to  himself, 
as  he  lit  his  cigar.  "  Now  what  can  that  old 
girl  be  doing  here  ?  She's  fifty-five  if  she's  a 
day,  but  if  she  is  not  courting  and  had  a 
c[uarrel  with  her  youthful  lover,  I'm  what 
that  old  lady  says  that  Van  Heldre  is — a 
Dutchman." 

He  turned  back  along  the  path  feeling  com- 
paratively light-hearted  and  restful.  The  long, 
dark,  weary  walk  to  tire  himself  was  forgotten, 
and  he  went  slowly  back  along  the  coast-guard 
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path,  turning  a  little  from  time  to  time  to  gaze 
over  his  left  shoulder  at  the  brilliant  planet 
which  rose  higher  and  higher  over  the  glisten- 
ing sea. 

"Hope!"  he  said  half  aloud.  "What  a 
glorious  word  that  is,  and  what  a  weary  world 
this  would  be  if  there  were  none  !  Yes,  I  will 
hope." 

He  walked  slowly  on,  wondering  whether 
Poll  Perrow  was  watching  and  following  him. 
Then  he  forgot  all  about  her,  for  his  thoughts 
were  fixed  upon  the  granite  house  across  the 
estuary,  and  the  sweet  sad  face  of  Louise  half 
in  shadow,  half  lit  by  the  soft  glow  of  the 
shaded  lamp. 

"  Mr.  Vine  will  be  back  by  now,"  he  said. 
"  I  might  call  in  and  ask  how  Van  Heldre  is 
to-night.  It  would  be  sociable,  and  I  should 
see  her,  and  let  my  manner  show  my  sorrow 
for  having  grieved  her  and  given  her  pain  ; 
and,  is  it  possible  to  let  her  see  that  I  am  full 
of  patient,  abiding  hope,  that  some  day  she 
will  speak  differently  to  the  way  in  which  she 
spoke  to-day  ?  Yes,  a  woman  would  read  all 
that,  and  I  will  be  patient  and  guarded  now." 

It  was  astonishing  how  eager  Duncan  Leslie 
felt  now  to  see  what  news  George  Vine  had 
brought   from  Van    Heldre's ;    and  with   the 
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beautiful  absurdity  of  young  men  in  his  position, 
lie  never  allowed  liimself  to  think  that  when  he 
crossed  the  ferry  he  woukl  be  witljin  a  stone's 
throw  of  the  merchant's  house,  and  that  all  he 
need  do  was  to  knock  and  ask  old  Crampton 
or  Mrs.  Van  Heldre  for  the  latest  bulletin, 
which  would  be  gladly  given. 

It  was  so  much  easier  to  go  on  by  the  house, 
make  for  the  path  which  led  up  the  steep 
slope,  and  go  right  to  the  home  on  the  shelf  Df 
the  cliff,  and  ask  there. 

Meanwhile,  Louise  Vine  had  seated  herself 
bv  the  dinino'-room  table  with  the  lio;ht  of  the 
shaded  lamp  fLdling  athwart  her  glossy  hair, 
and  half  throwing  up  her  sweet  pale  face,  just 
as  Leslie  had  pictured  it  far  away  upon  the  cliff. 
Xow  and  then  her  needle  orlittered,  but  onlv 
at  rare  intervals,  for  she  v;as  deep  in  thought. 

At  times  her  eyes  closed,  and  as  she  sat 
there  bending  forward,  it  seemed  as  if  she 
slept  :  l;>ut  her  lips  moved,  and  a  piteous  sigh 
escaped  her  overladen  breast. 

The  night  seemed  hot  and  oppressive,  and 
she  rose  after  a  time  and  unhasped  the  case- 
ment window,  beneath  the  old  painted  glass 
coat-of-arms  ;  and,  as  she  approached  it,  dimly 
seen  bv  the  lig^ht  cast  from  behind  her,  she 
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shuddered,  for  it  struck  her  there  was  a  black 
stain  across  the  painting,  and  a  shadowy  dark 
mark  obliterated  the  proud  words  of  the  old 
family  motto. 

As  she  threw  back  the  casement  she  stood 
leaning  her  head  against  the  window,  gazing 
out  into  the  starlit  space,  and  listening  to  the 
faint  whisper  of  the  coming  tide. 

While  she  listened  it  seemed  to  her  that  the 
faint  boom  and  rush  of  the  water  obliterated 
every  other  sound  as  she  tried  in  vain  to 
detect  her  father's  step  slowly  ascending  the 
steep  path. 

"  Too  soon — too  soon,"  she  said  softly,  and 
she  returned  to  her  seat  to  try  and  continue 
her  work,  but  the  attempt  was  vain.  The 
light  fell  upon  her  motionless  hands  holding 
a  piece  of  some  black  material,  the  thread  was 
invisible,  and  only  at  times  a  keen  thin  gleam 
of  light  betrayed  the  whereabouts  of  the 
needle.  Her  sad  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  dark 
opening  of  the  window  through  which  she 
could  see  a  scarcely  defined  patch  of  starry  sky, 
while  the  soft  night  air  gave  her  a  feeling  of 
rest,  such  as  had  come  to  the  man  who  had  told 
her  that  he  loved. 

''Never  more,"  she  sighed  at  last ;  "  that  is 
all  past.     A  foolish  dream." 
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Making  an  eflfort  over  herself,  she  resumed 
her  work,  drawing  the  needle  through  quickly 
for  a  few  minutes,  and  trying  hard  to  dismiss 
Duncan  Leslie  from  her  thoughts.  iVs  she 
worked,  she  pictured  her  father  seated  by  Van 
Heldre's  side  ;  and  a  feeling  of  thankfulness 
came  over  her  as  she  thouorht  of  the  warm 
friendship  between  her  elders,  and  of  how  firm 
and  staunch  Van  Heldre  seemed  to  be.  Then 
she    thoucrht    of  the  home  troubles  with  her 
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Aunt  Marguerite,  and  her  father's  patient  for- 
bearance under  circumstances  w^hich  were  a 
heavy  trial  to  his  patience. 

"  Poor  Aunt  Marguerite  !  "  she  sighed,  as 
her  hands  dropped  with  her  work,  and  she  sat 
gazing  across  the  table  straight  out  at  the 
starry  heavens.  "  How  she  loved  poor  Harry 
in  her  way  ;  and  yet  how  soon  he  seems  to 
have  passed  out  of  her  mind  !  " 

She  sighed  as  the  past  came  back  with  her 
brothers  wilfulness  and  folly;  but,  throwing 
these  weaknesses  into  the  shade,  there  were  all 
his  frank,  good  qualities,  his  tenderness  to 
her  before  the  troubles  seemed  to  wTench  them 
apart  ;  the  happy  hours  they  had  passed  with 
Madelaine  as  boy  and  girls  together ;  all  happy 
days — gone  for  ever,  but  wdiich  seemed  to 
stand  out  now  as  parts  of  Harry's  life  which 
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were  to  be  remembered  to  the  exclusion  of  all 
that  was  terrible  and  black. 

"  My  brother !  "  she  breathed,  as  she  gazed 
straight  out  seaward,  and  a  faint  smile  passed 
her  lips  ;  "  he  loved  me,  and  I  could  always 
win  him  over  to  my  side." 

The  thouo'ht  seemed  frozen  in  her  brain,  her 
half-closed  eyes  opened  widely,  the  pnpils 
dilated,  and  her  lips  parted  more  and  more, 
as  she  sat  there  fixed  to  her  seat,  the  chilly 
drops  gathering  on  her  white  brow,  and  a 
thrill  of    horror  coursingr   throuo^h    her  veins. 
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For  as  she  looked  she  seemed  to  have  conjured 
up  the  countenance  of  her  brother,  to  gaze  in 
there  by  the  open  casement — the  face  as  she 
had  seen  it  last — when  he  escaped  from  her 
bedroom,  but  not  flushed  and  excited  ;  it  was 
now  pale,  the  eyes  hollow,  and  his  hair  clinging 
unkempt  about  his  brow. 

Was  she  awake,  or  was  this  some  evolution 
of  her  imarination,  or  were  those  old  stories 
true  that  at  certain  times  the  forms  of  those 
we  loved  did  return  to  visit  the  scenes  where 
they  had  passed  their  lives  ?  This  then  was 
such  a  vision  of  the  form  of  the  brother  whom 
she  loved  ;  and  she  gazed  wildly,  with  her 
eyes  starting,  excited  more  than  fearing,  in 
the  stranofe  exaltation  which  she  felt. 
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Then  she  sank  back  in  her  chair  with  the 
chill  of  dread  now  emphasized,  as  she  gazed 
fixedly  at  the  ghastly  face,  for  she  saw  the 
lips  part  as  if  to  speak,  and  she  uttered  a  low, 
gasping  sound,  for  from  the  open  window  came 
in  a  quick  hoarse  whisper, 

"  Louie,  why  don't  you  speak  ?  Are  you 
alone  ? " 
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